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THE HIDDEN TREASURE. 



CHAPTER I. 

* Happiness I thou lovely name, 
Where's thy seat?— oh, tell me where! 
Learuiug, Pleasure, Wealth, aud Fam^. 
All cry out, It is not here. 
Not the wisdom of the wise 
Can inform me where it lies; 
Not the grandeur of the great 
Can the bliss I seek create.' 

ONLY wish / had been one of the 
Knights of the Round Table, and 
wouldn't I have sought for the 
Sangreal, and found it too ] K one could find 
it, he would obtain true happiness, they say ; 
and surely that woidd make up for long years 
perhaps spent in the search. Yes, it is a thou- 
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sand pities I was not bom a Sir Galahad; I*d 
nave been off to-morrow in the quest !* 

The speaker was a lad of some sixteen years, 
with a bright, good-looking face, who sat in the 
midst of a group of young people, under the 
shade of some old trees in the lawn of Amberley 
Park, in Westmoreland. The summer sun- 
shine was bathing with its golden light the 
whole surrounding scene, — resting caressingly 
on the brilliant-coloured flowers in the terraced 
garden, and playing on the waters of the not 
far distant lakes ; and, despite of the thick foli- 
age, forcing its way through the delicate green 
leaves of the cluster of beech-trees where the 
youngsters sat. 

Shouts of laughter greeted the boy*s speech 
Harry Wilmot turned a Sir Galahad ; and in 
search of happiness too, as if he were dying ol 
misery ! Come, Harry, you must pull a longer 
face ere we believe that !' 
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But Harry was not to be put down by f 
laugh. *A11 very fine to laugh, Osborne,* he 
said ; ' but, after all, what is the great object in 
the lives of all men, but just a seeking to find 
happiness 1 — only all are not agreed as to what 
constitutes it, and so seek it in different ways, 
though they may call it by different names. 1 
have not made up my mind yet how or where 
I am to seek it ; but find it I must, and shall. 
I believe it is a hidden treasure, to be got for 
the seeking. What say you, Stewart]* 

The person thus addressed was a young man 
of twenty-one years, with a clever, studious ex- 
pression of countenance, whose name was already 
attracting attention, by the honours he had won 
at Cambridga 

* Suppose we refer the question to Aun< 
Mary,' lie said, rising, as he spoke, to make 
way for an elderly lady and a young girl, Avhc 
had come to join them. * Now, Aunt Mary, a 
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question of great importance has "been started ; 
and as some diiferences of opinion have arisen 
on the subject, you must be judge, and decide 
who is right and who is wrong. Is true happi- 
ness a hidden treasure, to be found by seeking, 
as Wilmot declares ; or is it something that we 
all possess, as Osborne says, and therefore need 
not to be sought for at all, seeing we have it 
already 1 We wait for your decision.' 

Very kindly did Aunt Mary smile at tlie 
youngsters, who had gathered around lier ; but 
the smile changed to a more serious look as she 
answered : * Harry is I'ight. True happiness is 
a hidden treasure, only to be found in one 
place ; but surely to bo found there by those 
who seek it aright. The Great Treasurer, who 
keeps the key. Himself hath said, " Seek, and 
ye shaU find." ' 

All understood Aunt Mary's words. It might 
be that, in their own hearts, all acknowledged 
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their tnith ; but, as yet, the paths which they 
nad marked out (though they scarce acknow- 
ledged it) as leading to the treasure, lay fai 
away from the only true one. 

Stewart was the first to break the silence 
which had followed Aunt Mary's words. *I 
mean to seek for happiness,* said he, * in books, 
and in wisdom; and you know, auntie, youi 
Book says, "Happy is the man that findeth 
wisdom, and the man that getteth understand 
mg." Does it not V 

* Yes, Eobert ; but it also says, " The fear o^ 
the Lord is the beginning of wisdom : a good 
understanding have all they that do his com- 
mandments." And again, "The fear of tho 
Lord, that is wisdom ; and to depart from evil 
is understixuding." ' 

* Well, Aunt Mary,' was the laughing reply 
you've got the better of me there; and one 

thing I do believe — you have found the Hidden 
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Treasure ; one can read it in your face. Can 
they not, Cousin Lucy V he said, appealing to 
the young girl who sat beside his aunt 

Lucy Villiers looked up at the quiet, happy 
face of the lady (whom, although no relation to 
her, she had learned to call, as all the young 
people did. Aunt Mary), and, as she looked, 
she felt that her cousin was right. ^S^ had 
indeed found true, lasting happiness ; the Trea- 
surer had opened to her, and given largely 
She smiled assent, but said little; for Lucy, 
too, had chalked out a way of her own for 
seeking happiness, — a way which lay right 
through the world's crowds ; and she began 
to wonder whether it were possible that this 
path might never, after all, lead to the treasure. 

Holiday time was nearly over, and the party 
of young people were to disperse on the morrow 
— some to go back to school, others to return 
to their homes ; but all would look back witii 
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pleasure to the pleasant days spent at Amberley 
Park whilst visitmg Aunt Mary. 

Once that house had echoed back the merry 
laugh and bounding steps of two children, 
who spoke of Mrs Wilmot, not as Aunt Mary, 
but as ' darling mamma.' Ten years ago a dark 
cloud had fallen on Amberley Park; the childish 
voices and the bounding steps were stilled ; the 
kind Shepherd had gathered the lambs into the 
heavenly fold; and the mother, widowed and 
childless, unable to catch one gleam of earthly 
comfort in the cloud, lifted up her eyes, and 
saw, as she never had seen before, * Jesus only.' 

And now, though her thoughts often turn to 
the loved ones before the throne, — though every 
place where they played, every spot they loved, 
is sacred to their memory, — Mrs Wilmot's heart 
and house are ever open to the young ; her 
words of love and help are ever ready for them 
all; and ^the peace which passeth understanding' 
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fills her heart. Tlie Hidden Treasure was reveal- 
ed to her where slie least expected to find it, — in 
the midst of the great and teiTible wilderness, 
a land of the * shadow of death.' Tliere it was 
that the Great Treasuier had revealed Himself, 
and given to her abundantly of the pure gold. 

The history of Aunt Mary's life was known, 
at least in part, by the young people who heard 
ner words about the hidden treasure; and Harry 
Wilmot, as he pondered the subject, was assured 
that the treasure Aunt Mary had found must 
be the real one, — the true Sangreal, — since it 
could give that calm, happy spirit to one who 
had suffered as she had ; and over and over 
he inwardly repe4\ted the words, * Seek, and ye 
shall find.' But how? was a question he left 
unanswered; though his imagination pictured, 
far off in the misty distance, a vision of per- 
haps finding it whilst alleviating the sufferings 
of his fellow-creatures, — ^for Harry had already 
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begun his course as a doctor; and so, with 
many deep-stirring thoughts and purposes in 
nis mind, lie bade adieu to Aunt Mary and the 
others, — laughing merrily as Osborne, dubbing 
nim Sir Galahad, bid liim write and tell liim as 
soon as he found the Sangreal. 

As it will be some time ere we see him again, 
we may bid him God-speed ; may pray that the 
neavenly Guide — who, thmigh unseen, is even 
now by his side — may lead him on, step by 
step, in the search, making crooked places 
straight before him, and darkness light, till the 
appointed moment couie, when He will remove 
the veil which the great enemy of souls has 
woven over every human eye, to prevent them 
seeing the only spot where the treasure lies 
and, by the glorious light of the Sun of Eight 
eousness, will show him the good he seeks,^ 
hidden no longer, open to hun, and to whomso- 
ever will accept of it as a free, undeserved gift 
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CHAPTEE IL 

* Toll me, ye woods, ye smiling plaini, 

Ye blessed birds around, 
In which of Nature's wide domains 

Can bliss for man be found? 
The birds wild carolled overhead, 

The breeze around me blew. 
And Nature's awful chorus said — 

No bliss for man she knew.* 



Mm 



UR party at Amberley Park was ])rokei 
up ; only Lucy Villiers and Alfred 
iS S^^ Osborne remained, and they were 
to leave the next day. The last day at any 
place where one has spent some happy weeks 
iS always a sad one, more especially if you are, 
as Lucy was, left almost the last of the visitors. 
Certain it is, as Lucy sat alone that night in 
aer own room, she felt more depressed than she 
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could have believed it possible to have done in 
the prospect of parting with one whom she had 
known for so short a time as she had known 
Aunt Mary; for this was her first visit at 
Amberley Park, and the first time she had seen 
Mrs Wilmot. 

Lucy Villiers was an orphan. Her father 
had died while she was still an infant, and the 
remembrance she retained of her mother was 
misty and dream-like : soft grey eyes, with the 
soul looking out of them, full of tenderness and 
love ; gentle words, and loving caresses, — ^and 
that was all. 

Yet, Lucy, there was more than that left to 
you of your now angel mother. A mother's 
prayers are floating round you, — prayers of 
faith, of trust, of hope, offered in that Name 
which is above every name, and in unfailing 
trust in the truth of Him who hath said, 
Whatsoever ye shall ask the Father in my 

2 
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aamo, I will do it.* Into the hoiiet>t, by the 
olood of Jesus, she had access even on earth 
and there prayers were offered for her only 
child, which shall one day receive their fulJ 
answer. 

Lucy's thoughts were full of the future before 
ner. Her school-days wore over ; her home for 
che future was to he with her Uncle and Aunt 
Oshome in London ; and by them she was to be 
introduced into the gay world of fashion, in the 
midst of which they dwelt ; and there she hoped 
to find the hidden treasure of true happiness. 
Visions of brightly lighted rooms, of rustling 
silks and satins, of light gossamer-like lace 
dresses, of flowers and gems, music and dancing, 
tvere before her eyes ; and, pent up as she had 
nitherto been in the school -room, the very 
prospect of mingling in such scenes appeared 
delightful, and she longed for the moment to 
arrive that she might drink the cup of pleasura 
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Such were the feelings with whiuh Lucy came 
to Ainberley Park to visit her mother's friend, 
Airs Wilmot ; but now, as she sits thinking over 
tJie events of her visit, on the eve of her de 
parturc, she wonders how it is that the future 
Defore her does not look so dazzling as it did. 
Will she find the happiness she expects? she 
asks herselfl And what has led her to doubt it 
she cannot telL Surely nothing that has been 
said to her. Aunt !Mary has not spoken on the 
subject ; the young people have all envied her 
the life before her. What can it be 1 Her Cousin 
Alfred boasts of the number of parties and fetes 
nis beautiful sister Leila attended last seiison, 
and of the number she is to give herself next 
season, as she is Leila Osborne no longer, but 
the Hon. Mrs Dudley ; and tells how delighted 
6he is that she can chapei-one her cousin, though 
only two years older than she. 

But Lucy, as she thinks of these things to* 
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niglit, sighs, scarce knowing why ; and rising, 
throws open the window to let in the balmy air 
and gazes out at the beautiful scene — ^beautiful 
indeed in the soft moonlight. Silver-tipped are 
the hills and trees ; whilst, mirror-like, the quiet 
lakes reflect the whole, and smile under the 
gentle toying of the moonbeams. No wonder 
that Lucy stood enraptured ; never before had 
Nature seemed to her so lovely. There was resi 
there, even such rest as she fancied lay in Aunt 
Mary's eyes, and in those soft gray ones seen so 
long ago, so dimly remembered. 

Yes, Lucy thought that she had learnt the 
secret of Aunt Mary's peaceful spirit, the key 
to her hidden treasure. Amidst the tranquD 
beauties and wonders of Nature she had sough* 
and found it; and the more she gazed and 
thought, the more fully she became convinced 
she had guessed aright. As she lay down to 
rest, she wished she coidd have spent her life in 
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thia quiet abode, in the midst of this gloriouF 
scenery, tliat in the midst of Nature she might 
find the treasure she coveted. 

Nay, Lucy, nay ; not there the blessing you 
seek. Nature can give much, — pure j oys, simple, 
soul-elevating pleasures; it can rouse feeling? 
akin to the sublime ; but it cannot give true 
nappiness, cannot impart real peace. Only On( 
can do that, and He is hidden from your eyes 
though He is ever present with you. Tliougb 
He has loved you ^vith an everlasting love- 
though He has died to redeem you from the god 
of this world ; if He is named to you now, you 
would exclaim, * I see no beauty in Him.' Bi?t 
yet a while, and, your eyes opened. His glories 
will flash on your sight, and the language of 
your heart and lips will be, * He is chief among 
ten thousand — altogether lovely.' 

Even as she lay asleep, prayers were ascending 
for her. Aunt Mary's heart yearned over the 
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orphan girl : too well she know tlie temptationa 
which lay before her. Fain would the child- 
less widow have kept the child of her dead 
friend to live with herself, but it might not 
be. Her natural home was with her mother^s 
brother, Mr Osborne, and all that Aunt Mary 
could do for her was to pray. All ! but was 
not that enough ; better than anything else she 
could do 1 Could she not thus draw down on 
the head of the motherless girl richer blessings, 
surer protection, than she or any one on earth 
could bestow 1 

Ye who love the Lord, and delight yourself 
in Him, pray on ; pray for the souls of thoso 
around you, — *Lord, let them live before Thee;* 
and doubt not, though the answer tarry, it will 
surely come ; and He, tnie to His promise, will 
give thee the desire of your heart. 
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CHAPTER III. 

" Oh, who could bear life's stonny doota, 

Did not Thy wing of love 
Come brightly wafting through the glouin, 

One peace branch from above ! 
Then Sorrow touched by Thee grows brighf , 

With more than rapture's ray ; 
As darkness shows us worlds of light 

We never saw by day.' 

you really think, Alfred, that Harry 
Wilmot is determined to find the 
hidden treasure 1 Well, I do wish 
f he does, he'll let me into the secret, for 
[ am beginning to believe that happiness is 
ill a myth, a mere woixi, found only in a die 
ionary. I doubt if any one is happy, even 
those who are well, and able to go where they 
like, see what they like, and do what they like 
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not like me, obliged to lie here all day, haialy 
ever able to move or do one thing I wish to do 
Certainly, happiness is a thing unknown in m^ 
experience, and yet, could it be got, it is a boop 
worth the finding. There now, I have horri 
fied Cousin Lucy by my speech. Never mind 
dear, Alfred can tell you I don't always speaV 
like that ; only my head aches to-night, and i* 
is weary weary work, always to be ill, and 
know you will never be better — at least nevei 
like other people.* 

The speaker was a young girl of about four 
teen, the Osbomes' youngest child. An invalid 
almost from her birth, (a fall, whilst still an 
infant, having injured the spine, and laid the 
seeds of permanent though not fatal disease) 
all that care, luvrsiiig, and tiio best medical 
skill could do, had been done, and yet the hopes 
were small that Netty Osborne would ever rise 
much from the couch. For long the child wae 
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OS contented as the circumstances would admit 
of, and the loving attentions lavished on her 
went far to soften her lot But of late it was 
different : the precocious mind was early deve- 
loping ; the feelings of the child were changing 
to those of the woman ; she was waking up to 
the bitterness of her lot — cut off from the en- 
joyments of life, incapacitated from taking her 
part in the busy world. The cup teas a bitter 
one to drink, and can we wonder if she turned 
away from it, and rebelled, loudly rebelled, 
against the draught 1 

Poor Netty ! were there none to tell you of 
Him who alone could sweeten the bitter cup- 
of Him who, for your sake, drank to the dregs 
a still more bitter draught, and murmured not, 
only saying, * Father, not my will, but thine be 
doneM Were tliere none to speak to you of 
Him, whose very name is as * ointment poured 
forth)' none to lead you to Him, who \a as 
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willing as He is able to cure, — the Great Phy. 
sician, the kind, loving, sympathising elder 
brother, Jesus? 

No, not one. Father, mother, brother, sister, 
gave all they could give, in the shape of fond 
love, unwearied attentions, kind sympathy — but 
no more. The treasure was indeed a hidden 
one to her; mouths of vanity and wearisome 
nights were appointed to her, and she knew no* 
that He who appointed them did so in love 
She thought of Him (if at all) only in the ligh* 
of an enemy, and saw not that the very hand 
that chastened bore the marks of wounds re 
ceived for her. 

Lucy Villiers had scarcely ever seen her 
Cousin Netty for years, and now as she sa^ 
beside her on the day after her arrival in her 
uncle's London home, her whole heart was filled 
with compassion for the young girl. She marked 
the restless, eager, longing eyes, the wear}^ un- 
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satisfied expression, and noticed the bitter tone 
of irony in which she spoke, — too surely indi- 
cative of a heart ill at ease ; and Lucy's kind 
neart longed to comfort the sufferer, and speak 
words of peace to lier. 

But how coidd she speak what she knew 
not? how lead one to the Hidden Treasure, 
when she herself knew not the way 1 As she 
sat there, joining Alfred in repeating many oi 
the jokes which had amused them at Amberley 
Park, in order to cheer up Netty, she felt that 
they fell pointless on the girl's ears, and she 
ionged to see Aunt Mary sitting by that couch, 
sure that she would find a way to soothe and 
cheer. Not till Alfred told the story of Harr}- 
Wilmot setting off to search for the Sangreal, 
did his sister's interest seem roused ; then she 
spoke as we have toM. 

Yes ; happiness was sometliing worth seek 
nig, if one only knew the right wav. It M'aa 
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all very well in Alfred to say that happiue&fl 
was a thing which every one possessed, and 
therefore did not require to be sought for ; but 
ahe knew she had it not, nor many others that 
she could name ; not even Leila, bride though 
she was, and rich in all the world calls good. 

Long after the others had retired to rest, 
Netty lay and thought of the hidden treasure, 
and wondered if the Great Treasurer, of whom 
Aunt Mary had spoken, would ever open to 
ner, and give forth the hidden store. Oh, if He 
only would — if any one would tell her where 
she could find Him ! She would beg and pray 
Him to do so, and surely He would not refuse 
a poor suffering child like her. 

Refuse ! — ah, no ! He is waiting to be gra- 
cious ; longing to pour the balm of Gilead into 
the weary lieart ; longing to show thee Himself, 
to reveal His glory to thee. Even now, though 
tliou hearest Him not, he is saying, * Come unto 
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me, weary and heavy laden one, and I vdli 
give you rest.' 

But as yet Netty heard not that voice, and as 
she lay she began to mark out a path for her 
self, by which she hoped to attain the treasure. 
She was wonderfully attracted to Lucy Villiers • 
she felt she could love her; her soft eyes seemed 
to read her thoughts, and feel for her, and her 
gentle voice sounded as sweet music in her ears. 
Ere Netty fell asleep, she had determined to 
search for the treasure in the path of Mendship : 
surely in the interchange of thought and affec- 
tion with a kindred soul, she would find the 
3[ood she panted for ] She too had joined the 
acekers, and her path also would end in * vexa- 
ion of spirit.* 



— ^*^§^^«g- 
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CHAPTER IV. 

* Where are we tiappiesi? In the cro^vded hall, 

Where fortune smiles and flatterers bend the kueu ? 
How soon, how very soon, such pleasures pall I 

How fast must falsehood's rainbow-colouring flee, 
Its poison flowerets leave the sting of care 1 
We are not happy there ! ' 

UREE years have passed away since 
Lucy Villiers became an inmate oi 
her uncle's house ; and now, so loved 
is she there, so regarded as a daughter, that 
even her absence for a week or two is deplored, 
and her return eagerly looked for. Mr Osborne, 
of late somewhat of an invalid, maintains that 
uo one reads the newspapers to him half so well 
as Lucy; Mrs Osborne sighs over the tempor 
nry resumption of household duties, which had 
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completely devolved on Lucy ; and Netty wearies 
far more than any of them for the return of hei 
* kindred soul/ as she terms her cousin. 

And Lucy, what of herl Loving and be- 
loved, surrounded with luxury, blessed with 
health, leading the gay life she had once longed 
for, one of the acknowledged belles of the last 
two seasons, — surely she has found the happi- 
ness she craved. Is it so ? 

Look at her, as she stands in her ball-dress, 
bending over Netty's couch. How well the 
pink crape, over ricli white satin, suits her ! 
How simple, yet how becoming, the pale blush 
roses, mingled with their delicate green leaves, 
look amidst her dark, wavy hair; her only 
ornament, a necklace of costly pearls ! A very 
queen for beauty Netty thinks her. 

* Lucy,' she said, * how beautiful you are to- 
night ! I haK grudge to let you away. Let me 
Fee: you go first to dinner at the S^jymorTP. 
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then the ball at the Duchess of D ^'s, mak- 
ing, if I mistake not, the eighth party this week ; 
md this is only Thursday ! Ton my word, now 
r look closer at you, I believe it is too much 
gaiety even for you; for you seem wearied, tired 
Df the pursuit of pleasure, dear. Surely, Lucy, 
you have found the Sangreal f 

*I, Netty] Oh no.' But further conversa- 
tion was cut short by the entry of Mrs Dudley, 
also in evening dress. She held an open letter 
in her hand. 

* Here, Netty,' she said, going up to her sister 
and kissing her, * a letter from Al£ I received 
it this morning. It is from Hong-Kong. He 
gets on famously ; but the last part of the letter 
is quite a riddle to me, and he refers me to you 
girls for its solution : " I heard from Harry 
Wilmot last maiL He is hard at work ; busy, 
both studying and also walking the hospitals. 
He likes this sort of thing, he writes ; ard 
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though he can't say he has found the Sangreal, 
he &ncie8 he is on the way to do so, and at 
times can ahnost believe he has caught a sight 
of the spot where lies the hidden treasure ; 
but as yet, when he tries to grasp it, it eludes 
him. As for me, having abandoned the idea of 
the treasure being within myself (since I came 
to this outlandish part of the world, and have 
occasional fits of home-sickness, and so forth), 
I also have set out in the search, and in the 
accumulation of riches am determined to seek, 
sure of finding the true Sangreal. K all this 
reads Greek and Hebrew to you, Leila, ask 
Cousin Lucy or dear Netty for an explanation.'* 
Now, girls, can you enlighten me?' 

Laughingly Netty told the story. But Mrs 
Dudley interrupted her, by reminding Lucy that 
the carriage was at the door. And so wishing 
the invalid good night, they set off. Only one 
idea is in Lucy's mind ; Harry Wilmot had 

8 
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caught sight of the spot where lay the hidden 
treasure -y and she was just awaking to the con- 
sciousness that her path, gay and hrilliant as it 
had been, da7.z]ing and attractive as she had 
found it, was yet only so in appearance, leading 
far away from true peace, happiness, or rest. 

Half dreamily she moved through the dance 
that night. In the midst of the dancers she 
seemed to see Aunt Mar/s peaceful flEtce; louder 
than the music, she heard the rustling of the 
trees at Amberley Park. In imagination she 
gazed out once more on the beautiful landscape 
of hill and lake, as she had seen it by the 
calm moonlight. Everywhere gentle soft gray 
eyes seemed to look reprovingly on her; and 
in her ears she heard the words, mingling with 
the flow of talk and laughter, ' Seek, and ye 
shall find.' 

Wearied in body and spirit, she came home^ 
but not till the summer sun was already up; 
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and then not to sleep, only to throw herself 
on her bed, and confess that the hidden trea- 
sure was far, far away firom her. The path ol 
pleasure had failed; she had drunk at the 
fountain of this world's waters, and they had 
not quenched her thirst. 

No, nor have they ever quenched the thirst 
of one immortal souL They may drown con- 
victions, may stifle remorse, but they can do no 
more; and even that power will one day be 
taken &om them, and those who refuse to drink 
of other waters will perisL 

Lucy now resolved to turn away from this 
gay, frivolous life. It no longer satisfied. She 
would cast off the world's yoke ; give up this 
pleasure-seeking life, these late hours and idle 
amusements, and enter on other pursuits — try 
another path. Then, perhaps, she would find 
the Sangreai, — * the Hidden Treasure.' 

Ah ! Lucy, you think you are thus turning 
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ftway from the wateis of this life, hut it is only 
to *• hew out for yourself other cisterns, hroken 
sistems which can hold no water;* which, when 
70U apply your parched lips to them, will sud- 
denly dry up and leave you thirsting stilL 
There is One who can quench — ^is longing to 
quench — ^your thirsty soul ; One who even now 
says to you, and to all such as you, as He said 
to the Samaritan woman of old, * If thou knew- 
est the gift of God, and who it is that saith to 
thee, Give me to drink; thou wouldest have 
asked of him, and he would have given thee 
living water.' * Whosoever drinketh of the 
water that I shall give him shall never thirst ; 
but the water that I shall give '^™ shall he in 
him a well of water springing up into everlast- 
ing life.' 



The Hidden Trauun. 36 



CHAPTEE V. 

' 1 see a spirit by thy side. 
Purple-winged and eagle-eyed. 
Looking like a heavenly guide. 
If he bid thee bow before 
Crowned mind, and nothing more, 
The great idol men adore, 
Though his words seem true and wise. 
Soul, I say to thee. Arise, 
He is a demon in disguise ! ' 

ucY,' said Mr Osborne one day, as 
he sat reading the Times at the 
breakfast table, ^ here is a most 
favourable critique of your Cousin Stewart's 
new book on the Greek Poets. It speaks of it 
as a most masterly production, the work of a 
mind cast in no common mould ; and says that 
the writer, though young in years, is one already 
well known in literary circles, and regarded aa 
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an authority on all classical subjects. He is a 
clever fellow, no doubt of that ; we must ask 
him to dine some day, now he has settled in 
London. Have you met him at any of the 
conversaziones you have taken to go to, instead 
of the balls and fetes of last season, Miss 
Bluestocking 1' 

Lucy smiled at her uncle's designation of 
her; but disclaimed having met Eobert Stewart, 
although she had heard him spoken of several 
times as one who was fast gaining reputation as 
a man of letters. But people regretted he was 
such a bookworm, so absorbed in study that he 
was becoming quite unsociable. And, as Lucy 
spoke, her thoughts went back to the last time- 
she had seen her cousin at Amberley Park. 
Four years had pasped since then, and she won- 
dered if, in the study of the writings of the 
most cultivated minds in ancient and modem 
days he had found, as he expected, the true 
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SangreaL She thought, perhaps he had; for 
certainly, in cultivating one's mind, and reading 
noble thoughts, there was pleasure to be found; 
if not the hidden treasure, at least something 
far nearer it than that yielded by the Mvolous 
pursuits of the world. She knew that by ex- 
perience ; for, since she had given up her gay 
life, she had been seeking the hidden treasure 
in mental improvement, heedless about her 
Cousin Leila's sneers, and her uncle's jokes 
about her bltie propensities. But although she 
had found a certain degree of happiness in these 
more rational pursuits, the hidden treasure, as 
far as she was concerned, remained hidden stiU. 

And what of Robert Stewart ? Is he finding 
in his books all the happiness he expected ) 

College days are over now, the real work of 
his life has begun. No poor scribbler is he, 
writing anxiously to obtain some small niche 
in the Temple of literature* on the obtaiuing 
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of which his very existence depends. Stewart 
has no such need; he is the possessor of an 
independent fortune ; the only child of wealthy 
parents ; but they who know him well, declare 
that no mere writer for bread toUs half so hard 
as he. Books are at once his pleasure and lus 
companions. In constant communion with the 
minds of the * mighty of old* he seeks his hap- 
piness, and the idol he worships is literary fame. 
Let him once gain that, let him once stand on 
the highest pinnacle of its lofty pedestal, and 
his end will be accomplished — ^he will have 
found the Sangreal. 

Hint to him now that he is mistaken, — even 
should he gain all he desires, should he obtain 
a world-wide name, should Fame trumpet forth 
his praise, and England be prond to claim him 
as her own, — ^and he will not believe it True 
happiness will still be far from him ; yea, fur- 
ther firom him, with all his learning, than i^m 
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many an unlettered peasant, who knows, what 
as yet he knows not, ' the Bible true/ Learning 
is much to be desired. Knowledge concerning 
all things cannot be too zealously sought after. 
Scientific pursuits and researches are calculated 
to raise the minds of those who pursue them, 
and effect many wonderful improvements in the 
world ; but there is one thing which by them- 
selves they cannot do, — ^they cannot speak 
peace to an immortal soul, — they cannot give a 
sure hope in death. Never yet by wisdom has 
the world learned to know God ; and not at the 
feet of Plato or Aristotle will Kobert Stewart 
iind rest or peace. He can only find it at the 
feet of the meek and lowly Jesus, the nghtful 
yet rejected King of earth. Now, he would 
scorn to throw himself there ; for, with all his 
wisdom, the hidden wisdom ordained of God 
is a mystery to him, the deep things of the 
Spirit are foolishness to him ; he knows then 
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not, neither can he, for they are spiritually 
dLscemed; revealed, not to those who seek 
them in their own strength, but to those only, 
who, casting away every vain imagination «uid 
self-righteous thought, fall at the feet of Jesus, 
and, with the simple faith of little children, 
seek to learn of Him. 

But now Stewart cares for none of these 
things. The fear of the Lord, which is the be- 
ginning of wisdom, of which Aunt Mary had 
spoken, is nothing to him. But Aunt Mary 
herself is not forgotten; and at times, when 
jaded with overwork, her peaceM face rises 
to his memory, he looks back to the happy 
days spent at Amberley Park as among the 
pleasantest he has known. 

With the remembrance came thoughts of his 
gentle, pretty cousin, Lucy Villiers; and now 
that he was fairly settled in London, he resolved 
to renew acquaintance with her. With such ^ 
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deaire, he hailed with pleasure an invitatioi] 
from Mr Osborne to dinner, and, ere long, 
found himself an almost daily visitor at Sussex 
Gardens. When some friend rallied him on 
neglecting his books, he denied the charge, 
declaring that a little recreation oaly sent hin: 
back to them with keener zest; and in part 
this was true, for his hours of study were only 
changed, not lessened. The night lamp burned 
longer than usual; the only change was, thai 
between the words and his eyes there constantly 
floated a fair face, and the face was that of Lucy 
Villiers. Talk to him of hidden treasures, oi 
the joy-giving Sangreal ! Was he not in the 
fair way of obtaining both ^ The love of a pure- 
minded girl, such as Lucy, was a treasure in 
itself; and then the grand aim, the great idol, 
was still before him. and to that all things must 
be subservient. Lucy would not hold him back 
in the pursuit, ratiher would sne urge him for- 
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ward; and fame would now be doubly dear 
to him, with Lucy for a wife ; for then in his 
honours she would be honoured too. 

For some time Stewart's oft-repeated visits at 
the Osbomes were, by some members of the 
family, regarded in the light of cousinly atten- 
tion; but Netty, ere long, divined the truth. 
Lucy's friendship has done much for her: 
the discontent of former days has passed ; her 
almost passionate love for her cousin has drawn 
her attention from herself, has made her far 
less selfish and morbid. But the love is be- 
coming almost worship now; the affections 
meant for God are being centred in the creature 
of His workmanship ; and the God of love, who 
hath said, *My glory I will not give unto 
another,' is preparing to show her that even 
the dearest of friends — the closest tie of earth, 
— ^if not in the bonds of Christian love, must 
disappoint at lasK 
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The eye of love is keen ; and so it was, that 
while Mr and Mrs Osborne thought of Eobert 
Stewart only as Lucy's cousin, Netty soon gave 
him another name, soon noticed Lucy's colour 
heighten and her eye sparkle as she heard his 
step. And poor Netty — can we blame her if a 
pang of jealousy entered her heart as she saw 
another gaining the place in Lucy's affections 
which she had hitherto filled, and she contem- 
plated the possibility of her cousin leaving her 1 

Quietly she watched alL Not for worlds 
would she by a word or look damp Lucy's 
happiness. But a shadow had fallen on her 
heart ; she was waking firom the dream in which 
she had passed the last few years — ^waking to 
find that the treasure she had grasped and 
rejoiced in was turning to dust in her hands, 
and, after all, had never been anything but the 
shadow of the real one. The true Sangrea] — 
the lasting treasure — ^was hidden stilL 
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CHAPTER VL 

* Life b only bright when it prooeedeth 

Towards a truer, deeper life above; 

Human love is sweetest when it leadeth 

To a more divine and perfect love.' 

UMMER breezes were blowing, snminei 
sunshine lighting the world, on the 
day of Lucy Villiers' marriage. 
The ceremony took place in the house, at 
Lucy's request, in order that Netty might be 
present; for well did Lucy know how deeply 
Netty would feel her departure, and how fondly 
she loved her. It was Nett/s fingers which 
must arrange the bridal wreath and fasten the 
costly veil; and Netty kept bravely up, for 
her cousin's sake, though her heart felt weary 
and sad. 
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k lanre uaitv were assembled — ^Mends from 
all quarters. Aunt Mary, with lier gentle lace, 
is there, — enticed, by the very earnest entreaties 
of the bride and bridegroom, to leave her quiet 
home for a few days, and witness the consum- 
mation of their happiness. Half unwillingly 
3he cama So seldom did she leave her home, 
tihat even a short absence was an effort ; but, 
despite herself, she felt constrained to go. A 
work was before her, of which she knew not. 
The Lord had appointed her to lead a weary, 
3ast down soul to the Cross ; to brighten up the 
souch of sulfering, by revealing to the sufferer 
the rays of the Sun of Life. Little does Netty 
Osborne think, as she contemplates with an 
aching heart Lucy's departure, that this very 
dvent, so dreaded now, will be the means of 
leading her to the possession ot a joy greater 
far than she had ever conceived of — to a peace 
Thich passeth all understanding l 
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Harry Wilmot is also of iiie parby. Di 
Wilmot he is now — a tall, handsome man; 
the fine forehead and thoughtful eye telling of 
an intellect of no common order. His is a noble 
8011L Lofty purposes and high thoughts fill his 
heart, from which self seems almost banished. 
Very zealously is he seeking the Sangreal ; and 
already, in the endeavour to alleviate and help 
his fellow-creatures in his profession, he fancies 
that he is at least in the fair way to find it. 
No low aim is his. To be in any degree the 
alleviator of suffering humanity, and to take 
pleasure in being so, must of itself impart 
happiness. To do good to others in any way, 
must always, to a right-thinking mind, be a 
source of pleasure ; but even that, praiseworthy 
as it is, does not give a happiness which lasts 
for dver. No, Harry Wilmot, higher yet- 
onward and upward — must you soar, ere you 
find the Hidden Treasure ; and never, till you 
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liave found it, will you be able to exercise one 
of the most needful parts of your profession — 
that of pouring the balm of Gilead into wounded 
hearts, and comforting broken spirits with the 
leaves of the tree of life. 

The party was a very pleasant one. All that 
wealth and love could bestow had fallen to 
Lucy's portion, and were freely given to make 
the marriage festival a grand one. One thing 
only was wanting there ; one Guest was unin- 
vited. He who graced the marriage feast at 
Cana of Gralilee was not there — was not asked 
to preside and bless. Willingly — ^how will- 
ingly — ^would He have come, and given, as 
none but He could give, blessing greater far 
than any earthly friends could bestow. Only 
one word, only one entreaty — * Come, Lord 
Jesus 1 * — and He would have come, and, by 
His presence, enhanced the joy. But the silent 
language of most of the hearts present was 

4 
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< We will not have this man to reign over uh. 
Away with Him I away with Him ! * Love, 
friendship, fiEune, the things of this life, nay, 
even philanthropy itself, were the veils — ^bril- 
liant-coloured, but veils still — ^which the prince 
of this world had hung over their eyes, to pre- 
vent them seeing the Lord of Life ; to hide from 
them the true riches — the Hidden Treasure. 

But if the veil, which covered the eyes of the 
bride and bridegroom, hid the glories of the 
unseen world firom them, they missed them not, 
so bright, so alluring was the colouring shed 
on earthly things. Blessed in the love of each 
other — ^the future before them, all radiant and 
prosperous — what lacked they yet ? Had they 
not found the Sangreal — the true cup of bliss 1 
Surely yes ! Other streams might fail, but this 
pure, living stream of love could not ; it would 
last OB long as life. Yes, it may be as long as 
life. We will not speak lightly of the poweT 
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of even earthly love — ^we will not deny its plea- 
sures; but who will whisper to the bright young 
couple of a love greater than that of earth, which 
does not annihilate, but rather increases it, which 
does not damp, but sanctifies it, and causes it 
to last not only as long as life, but throughout 
the ages of eternity 1 

Blessed indeed are the possessors of that love j 
blessed are they who are united both in bonds 
of earthly and heavenly love — one in Christ 
Jesus ! They have found the Hidden Treasure 
which maketh rich for earth and heaven. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Now I have found a Friend — 

Jemu is mine. 
His love shall never end: 

Jesus is mine. 
Though earthly joys decrease. 
Though human friendships cease, 
Now I have a lasting peace — 

Jesus Is mine.* 

iiE wedding was over, the guests were 
all gone/ and, wearied with the un- 
wonted fatigue of the day, Netty 
Osborne lay on her couch, tired and depressed. 
Life once more lay before her a dreary blank ; 
the interest of years was gone; the fidend 
whose presence had been her greatest eigoy- 
ment was away ; and now, what was there to 
live fort Conscience did whisper of a father 
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aiid mothei^s love, and these Netty slighted 
not; but she had not allowed affection for them 
to become an absorbing passion, and both were 
too much engrossed in other things to entei 
much into her feelings, or be participators of 
her thoughts. No one had ever been that 
but Lucy, and she was away. The excitement 
of the morning had been too much for her 
feeble frame. The reaction had come now; and, 
woman though she was, Netty burst into tears. 
Alas for her boasted Sangreal ! the path which 
she had followed so cheerfully — ^fancying all 
the while that at the end of it she saw the 
treasure — ^had come to an abrupt stop, and right 
below her lay, not the hidden treasure but a 
great, deep, yawning abyss: the light which 
had allured her ^m gone, and overhead all was 
dark. 

Poor Netty ! despair not In the dark a 
bright star shines, whose rays have hitherta 
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been hidden from thee, by reason of the false 
glare which has played round thy path; but 
now its light will, ere long, shine into thy 
heart, and remove all darkness from it. From 
our hearts we pity thee, and all like thee, who, 
in hours of sadness and soitow, know not the 
Great Comforter. Tossed, like the disciples, on 
a troubled sea, all is dark around, and Jesus 
not coma 

As Netty lay thus, a gentle hand was laid on 
her, a gentle kiss printed on her forehead, and 
a sweet musical voice whispered words, spoken 
80 many hundred years ago by Him whose 
nature and whose name is Love : ' Let not your 
heart be troubled.* * I will not leave you com- 
fortless ; I will come to you.' 

Like balm fell the words. Quietly Netty 
slipped her hand into Aunt Mary's, and, resting 
her head on her shoulder, listened in silence as 
^he, in Etimple yet pointed words, spoke of Jesus 
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—of His wondrous work — His love, His com- 
passion, Hia unfailing sympathy— of His Mend- 
ship, so much more constant and satisfying than 
that of earth. Eagerly the girl listened. All 
was new to her. Of these things she had never 
thought The name of Jesus had no sweetness 
for her; the sin-cleansing blood no meaning. 
Step by step Aunt Mary led her on ; her con- 
fidence was gained — ^not all at once, not on that 
first night of sadness, but during the days that 
Aunt Mary remained at Sussex Glardens ; and, 
ere she left, a new life, a new hope, had risen 
in the heart of the suffering girL She awoke 
to find that hitherto she had been in the sight 
of God as one dead, but had become quickened 
into life by the blood of Christ shed for her. 

No long mysterious process this, as some, in 
their ignorance, deem it. It is only, * Look, and 
live.' The fountain is open; the sinner has 
only to plunge in, and he comes out spotless— 
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'made clean every whit.' Highly honoured 
Aunt Mary is, to be pnvileged to lead one 
fellow-inmioTtal to that Fountain. Say not 
scoffing ones, that you question the efficacy 
of the Fountain, or doubt its life-giving, joy- 
bestowing powers. Question those who have 
tried it, and know its merits ; and hundreds 
will tell you that in its waters despair and 
anguish disappear for ever, and joy and bliss 
take their place. 

What means that look of peaceful repose on 
Netty's face; that calm, joyful spirit; that 
readiness to ' weep with those that weep, and 
rejoice with those that rejoice,' which, as weeks 
passed on, all remarked as a new characteristic 
in her ? Ask her where she has got them, and 
she will teU you, at the foot of the Cross ; and 
khat He who once hung thereon — now her best 
md dearest Friend, J esus — ^revealea Himself to 
ler, drew her to Himself by the bands of love ; 
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and, light below the Cross, glistening with the 
drops of the shed blood, He showed her the 
hidden treasure, and imparted of it to her in 
such abundance, that, even through long years 
of suffering and trial, she will cease not to have 
a happiness feo: greater than any can conceive, 
saye those who have experienced it. A new 
song is in her lips — a song of praise. She has 
found a Friend who never leaves her. No more 
lonely hours for her now, for He is with her. 
She sits under His shadow with great delight, 
and the fruit with which He feeds her is sweet 
to her taste. 

Very fiill is her heart of this new-found joy ; 
very grateful is she to Him who sought her, 
even when she thought not of Him. * What 
can I do to show my love to Him who has 
redeemed mel' is her constant question. So 
fiill of love is her heart, that she * cannot but 
speak of Him.' No one is long beside her 
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without hearing of * Him whom her soui loveth.' 
What pleasure is equal to that of commending 
Him 1 ' This is my Beloved, and this is my 
Friend' Is He not * altogether lovely 1 ' 

Lucy, in the foreign lands where she had 
gone to spend some months with her hushand, 
reads, with wonder, page after page of Netty's 
letters, Med with the preciousness of her new 
Friend, and that Mend Jesus. She was glad 
that Netty was so happy ; hut as to the cause 
of her happiness, she comprehended it not. 
Not yet had the light of the glorious Grospel 
of Christ shone upon her; and not yet — 
perfectly happy in the love of earth — did she 
feel the need of the love of Jesus. 
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CHAPTER VllL 

* Yearned the pain withia his mlm) 

Like a quenched wail; 
Nought will ease me till I find 

Yet the holy Grail. 
Where he wandered, weary, sad. 

Story does not say; 
But at last Sir Galahad 

Found it on a day; 
Took the Grail in his hand, 

Had the oup of joy : 
Carried it about the land, 

Gladsome as a boy.* 

HB shades of a sununer evening were 
falling over a quiet, dreamy, English 
cathedral town. The sun had gone 
down behind the distant hills; its last rays, 
which had lingered long, lighting up the time- 
worn stones of the old cathedral, as if unAvilling 
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to leave it, bad disappeared; and the few 
people who still loitered out of doors were 
now returning homeward — ^ahnost reluctantly, 
it seemed, so pleasant and balmy was the air. 

One lad only walked quickly ; his message 
brooked no delay. You read it in his face and 
in his troubled look. On he went, till at last 
he turned up the st^ps of a house, on the door 
of which one read, in large letters, the name of 
Dr WUmot. 

It is the home of Harry Wilmot. There 
he lives, the comfort and support of a widowed 
mother; and now, though scarce five-and-twenty 
years of age, the well-known, much-loved doctor 
of the quiet town. Other doctors there are; 
but amongst the chief portion of the inhabi- 
tants, Harry Wilmot is the doctor par excel- 
lence — ever ready, at the call of suffering, with 
a kind word and gentle sympathy for all. 

liet us look at him, ere the door-bell sum- 
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mons him away. He is sitting in his study, 
somewhat tired with a hard day's work. Just 
at this moment he is looking dreamily out of 
the window, apparently watching the clouds, 
and noticing the gentle swaying of the trees in 
the old-iodiiioned garden. But though his eyes 
are resting on these things, his thoughts are 
not They are occupied with an open letter he 
holds in his hand. It is from Alfred Osborne, 
fiill of glo>ying descriptions of his eastern life. 
Only a few more years, and then his fortune 
would be made, and the true Sangreal be 
found, * By the way, Harry,* he wrote, * have 
you found the hidden treasure yet, or, like me, 
is it still seeking with you 1 What an age it 
seems since I parted with you at Amberley 
Park, and dubbed you Sir Galahad! Do you 
remember it, old fellow 1 Nay, I beg par- 
don, most highly respected Dr Wilmot, 
F.R.C.S., etc.' 
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r>dd he remember iti Yes, welL ThougK 
nine years had passed since then, the whole 
scene rose distinctly to his eyes; and beyond 
the old cathedral town, and its quaint luxuriant 
garden, he saw the lawn at Aunt Mary's, and 
heard her words : * Harry is right ; true happi- 
ness is a hidden treasure, only to be found in 
»ne place, but surely to be found there by those 
who seek it aright. The Great Treasurer, who 
keeps the key. Himself hath said, " Seek, and 
ye shaU find." ' 

And now, as he sat in the twilight, the ques- 
tion was forced on his mind, if, after all his 
seeking, he had really found true, lasting hap- 
piness. He tried to evade the question, but 
he could not His life was an occupied one. 
No trifier on earth was he, whose greatest aim 
vas in petty nothings to kill time ; each hour 
ras usefully filled, each day brought new duties. 
Bit, for all that, Harry felt there was some 
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thing wanting stilL Solemn thoughts would 
obtrude on him. He stood too often by the 
beds of the dying to foiget that that is the 
end of all men ; and then — ^what then 1 That 
cannot be true happiness which reaches not to 
eternity. No — ^with a sigh he confessed it, — 
not yet had he found the Sangreal; he must 
seek more earnestly. 

Just as he came to this conclusion, the young 
lad we have spoken of rang the bell, and re- 
quested Dr Wilmot to come immediately to 
see his mother, who, he feared, was dying 
Harry was not long in obeying the summons. 
The house was in the outskirts of the town. 
The inmates were unknown to him, but from 
the lad he gathered a short account of their 
history. They had only been a short time 
there — ^his mother, a younger brother, and him- 
self. They were poor; but his mother, who 
was a beautiful seamstress, managed to kee) 
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them, and send his brother to school, and also 
had paid a fee to apprentice him to a shoemaker. 
Of course he earned nothing yet; he only 
wished he did, to help his mother, who was 
one of the best in the world. He had been 
looking forward so to supporting her some day ; 
and now she was dying — he knew she was — 
and a choking sob silenced him. 

Dr Wilmot tried to cheer him, saying he 
hoped things were not so bad as he feared; 
but, as he stood by the bed, and looked at her 
face, and observed the symptoms, he saw too 
plainly that the boy was right. The seal on 
that brow was death. No time for concealing 
the fact now, had he wished to do so. She 
was perfectly conscious. She read her doom in 
the doctor's face, in her boy's look of anguish, 
as he turned away to weep. Some simple re- 
medy was tried: then, half trembling for the 
immediate consequences of the shock, kindly 
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and feelingly the doctor broke to her that death 
was near. 

He need not have feared; death to her had 
lost its sting. Calmly she looked up, then spoke 
some words — so low, the doctor had to stoop to 
catch them. They were : * I hnow whom I have 
believed, and am persuaded that he is able to 
keep that which I have committed unto him 
against that day.' ' The blood of Jesus cleanseth 
me from all sin.' Her boys stood round her, 
their tears falling fast * God, keep my chil- 
dren !' she said; then looking eagerly up at the 
doctor, she said, * Oh, sir, pray, pray !' 

At these words Harry Wilmot stood aghast. 
He pray ! No, never in all his life had he 
prayed with another ; nay, conscience even 
now whispered that for long years prayer had 
been neglected by him, or only gone through 
as a lifeless form. He covld not. He muttered 
something about a minister — knowing well all 

5 
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the time, that long ere one could be got tho 
spirit would have passed away. 

The woman saw his pained look ; she raised 
herself slightly to speak one word more of the 
Master she served ere she left the earth. * Oh, 
sir,' she said, * seek Jesus, if you have not yet 
found Him ; you will never be happy if you 
don't. Take the word of a dying woman — true 
happiness is found only at the foot of the Cross.' 
Exhausted with the effort, she fell back. 

Never did Dr Wilmot feel so powerless tc 
help. Suddenly the eldest boy knelt down 
and, in a voice half choked with sobs, prayed 
in simple words, asking Jesus to be near and 
support his mother in her dying hour. Harry 
Wilmot knelt too, and joined in that simple, 
earnest prayer, as he had never done in all his 
life. By that bed of death the veil fell from 
liis eyes ; the long yearning need of his soul 
was disclosed; the place where the treasure 
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was, lay open before him ; the Great Treasurer 
stood there, holding in His hand the precious 
gold, offering it as a free gift. No doubt now 
as to who He was: the pierced hands, the 
thorn-crowned brow, all proclaiming Him the 
Lord Jesus, the Son of God, the Saviour of 
sinners. 

Midnight had come ere Dr Wilmot left the 
house of death. Great events had taken place 
there smce he entered it. One soul had burst 
its earthly shackles, and was now singing the 
redemption song before the throne : * To him 
who loved us, and washed us from our sins in 
his own blood, be glory and honour, dominion 
and praise.* Through death she had passed 
to life. 

Wondrous change ! yet not more so than 
the change on a soul bom again by the Holy 
Spirit ; not more so than the change in Harry 
Wilmot*8, as he entered once more his own 
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study, and, a hnmbled, convicted, believing 
sinner, threw himself at the foot of the Cross, 
and spent long hours there — hours of which 
those only who have spent the like can speak — 
hours which leave their impress on the soul 
throughout eternity. Into that study we will 
not follow him now ; we leave him alone with 
his God, We need not fear for him; out of 
the conflict he is sure to come more than con- 
queror. The grace that arrested, and the voice 
that called him to come, never sent away com- 
fortless any who responded to the invitation. 

Believing readers, we know our Saviour is 
one able to save to the uttermost all who come. 
Never yet have we read or heard of any who 
perished while looking to His cross ; therefore 
we wonder not, as many in the cathedral town 
did, that ere long Harry Wilmot went about 
liis duties in a new spirit, seeking not only the 
temporal, but the spiritual good of his fellow 
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ineiij speaking a word to the soul whilst he 
faithfully sought to heal the bodies of liis 
patients ; his favourite theme the love of Jesus 
— the joy in believing. He had, it is true, to 
bear the sneers and taunts of the ungodly, to 
mark the lip of contempt curl as he passed, 
and catch the muttered words, * Methodist,* 
* Madman.' But these things vex him not : he 
is not ashamed of his Lord and Master. The 
joy of his heart is seen in his face, and he 
cannot but speak of it toaU around. The trea- 
sure he has got is a precious one, but there 
is plenty of it and to spare, and fain would he 
lead all to gather for themselves. * Come and 
see,' are the words he addresses to many. 

Very glad, very thankful was Aunt Mary, 
when in her quiet country home a letter from 
her favourite nephew told the glad news that 
the seeking was over, the true Sangreal was 
found, and found Avhere he had never sought it, 
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never dreamed of it — at the foot of the Cross ; 
and the messenger commissioned by the Trea- 
surer to show him the spot ^yas a dying ^yoman, 
poor in things of this world, but rich in faith, 
and an heir of the kingdom. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

* Object of my first deedre, 
Jesus crucified for me, 
All to happiness fUBpire, 
Only to be found in Thee.' 

LARGE party ai*e once more assembled 
at Amberley Park. 

Fifteen years have passed away 
since the first gathering we wrote of took place 
there; and time, in its steady course, has left 
its marks on the faces of many we saw then. 
But Nature is unchanged. The hills, dales 
and lakes, stand as of yore, glistening undei 
the same glorious sunsliine, showing forth the 
handiwork of the Great Creator, — speaking oJ 
Him who, year alter year, reneweth the face oi 
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the earth, and rejoiceth in His work. The rosy 
tints of early dawn, the purple shades of sun- 
set, and the pale moonlight, touch with beauty 
the landscape around, even as they did when, 
in the flush of youth, the party of treasure- 
seekers last met at Amberley Park. 

Are they, too, unchanged ? or, if they be, is 
the change for better or worse? Once more 
they are all met ; let us look and judge for our- 
selves. 

Yonder sits Aunt Mary, not so much changed 
as we might have expected. Time has dealt 
kindly with her — only silvered still more the 
once golden locks, and enfeebled the once 
sprightly step. Aunt Mary must be well ad- 
vanced in years now, — * nearly home,' she says, 
with a beaming smile and an upward look, as 
of one who abeady had caught a glimpse of 
the * golden city,' and longed to be there. Very 
[)eaceful and happy she looks; the peace of God 
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keeping her heart, and legible in her face, tell- 
ing to all who will read it aright, that God is a 
rewarder of them that diligently seek Him. 

Close by her, lying on a couch under the 
shade of a fine old tree, is Netty Osborne. She 
is entering warmly into the cheerful talk around, 
her hands occupied in weaving some beautiful 
flowers into a wreath, for a pretty little girl of 
some ten years, who stands beside her. No 
need to ask who the latter is; the soft gray 
eyes and the striking likeness tell at once that 
she is the child of Lucy Stewart. Ask her 
whom does she like best in all the circle, and 
she will tell you that, next to papa, mamma, 
and sister Emily, she loves Cousin Netty far 
the best; she is always so bright and happy, 
and no one can tell such nice stories as Netty 
can. 

And little Lucy is right : bright and ha])py 
arc terms which best describe Netty Osborna 
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* How could it be otlierwise V she says, * only 
think, I have Jesus for a Friend; and who that 
has that can be anything but joyful % He gives 
me work to do for Him on earth, and then 1 
shall have eternity in which to praise Him. 
Oh ! I scarcely believe in a Christian who does 
not joy in God through the Lord Jesus, by 
whom we have received the atonement* 

Not far from Netty's couch another group 
are assembled. Lucy and her husband, Harry 
Wilmot and Alfred Osborne, compose it. Our 
thoughts go back to the last time we saw them 
there — the merry young group, with life before 
them, eager to run the race, keen to enter on 
the search for hap2)ines8. 

Lucy's thoughts have also gone back to those 
days. Her eyes are ranging over the surround- 
ing scene, and in imagination she beholds it 
silvered with moonlight, as she saw it tJie last 
evem'ng she spent there. Ask her now if she 
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thinks that true happiness can be found in the 
enjoyment of the works of Nature, as she once 
fancied, or amid the crowded haunts of the 
world's vanities, where she had striven to find 
it She will tell you, * No, not there.' Ask her 
if it is to be found in intellectual pleasures, 
or even in the fondest love of earth, and her 
answer will still be, * No, not even there/ 

Where, then, Lucy % tell us where. 

Silently, but with a sparkling eye, she opens 
a small book, and reads the words, * Lying on 
Jesus* breast' (John xiii. 25). Yes, there she 
had found the SangreaL 

Ask her what led her there, and she can tell 
of no sudden event, of no striking conversion ; 
she scarce knows how or when the light first 
shone, and the darkness fied. Perhaps Netty's 
words opened the way. Step by step she was 
led on, drawn by the bands of love. Two 
8\\ eet baby girls — a kind, loving husband — 
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tareiy God was gocMl to her ! Then roee the 
qnestion, ' What shall I render unto Uim for 
all His mercies 1' 

Ay, whati The world is His, and the fdi- 
ness thereof; the cattle on the nills are His 
also. Only one thing can sinful man give to 
God ; and that is, his heart Only in one way 
can he please Him, and give glory to Him; 
and that is, hy accepting as a gift (purchased 
for him by the blood of Christ), the priceless 
boon of eternal life. 

Stooping over her sleeping babes, a Bible in 
her hand, Lucy read the words : * Lovcst thou 
me more than these f More than these ! *Nay,' 
conscience spake loud, * not more. Lord. Is ay, 
my love to lliee is cold indeed ; and in these 
my heart is bound up.* Gently, lovingly, the 
I/Ord had led her thus far; closer and closer 
He drew the bands, till the loving spirit foun(^ 
ts true rest in lying, like Jonn of old, on the 
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Saviour's breast. The vain search was over at 
last; the mother's prayers, offered in faith so 
long ago, were answered now; the true San- 
greal was found ; and, with humble yet assured 
confidence, Lucy Stewart could say, * Lord, 
thou knowest all things ; thou knowest that I 
love thee.' 

And what of her husband ? Has he realised 
the dreams of his youth % has he gained the so 
much coveted literary fame ? or, having gained 
it, has it yielded him the pleasure he anticipated] 

Yes, in one way the dream of Eobert Stewart's 
young life is fulfilled ; the fame he panted for 
is his. Not in his own country alone, but in 
foreign lands also, his name is known as one of 
England's greatest scholars — his works eagerly 
sought after, his opinion on many subjects de- 
ferred to. Quietly but surely is he climbing 
the pedestal ; and men, fit to judge on these 
matters, point to him as one who lacks only 
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an increase of years and work to reach the very 
summit. 

Only one short year before the time we now 
write of, and to attain that pinnacle was the 
one aim of his life. Day and night he toiled 
for it. Wife and children, loved though they 
were, were completely subordinate to tlie ruling 
passion. A deep treatise on the learning of tlie 
ancient Greeks must he finished ere a certain 
day ; and night after night saw the lamp burn- 
ing, till the day rendered it useless ; but even 
then the scholar rested not. In vain Lucy re- 
monstrated, entreated him to rest. He laughed 
at her fears, and worked the harder, — all the 
more so, as a restless feeling was in his heart 
that even his favourite pursuits were failing to 
give him true happiness ; and a low small voice 
suggested the idea, that possibly the place 
where the Sangreal was to be found might not, 
after all, be the Temple of Fame. What if the 
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way to it should really turn out to be indicated 
in the book which Aunt Mary, and now his 
own Lucy, loved so much — ^that book, of which, 
with all his wisdom, he was so ignorant] But 
not yet would Robert Stewart listen to that 
warning voice. Speak it would ; but he only 
toiled the harder, that he might not hear its 
words. Yet all the time, though as yet he 
owned it not, his was the experience of the 
wise king, who had more wisdom than all that 
went before him — who gave his heart to know 
wisdom, and to search out concerning all things 
fchat are done under heaven — ^that even of those 
things * all is vanity and vexation of spirit.* 

But He who arrested the proud Pharisee, 
brought up at the feet of Gamaliel, and laid 
liim a lowly suppliant at the feet of the cruci- 
fied Nazarene, was ordering every event in the 
life of Robert Stewart, leading him by a way 
he knew not, till, trembling and astonished at 
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the new strange light from heaven shining 
around him, he should call out, in anguish of 
spirit, * Lord, what wilt thou have me to do V 

Truly we are * fearfully and wonderfully 
made,* — ^mind and body so closely united, that, 
overtask the one, and it acts on the other. 
Alas ! many have to bewail * a spirit of fire 
in a prison of clay ;* and Eobert Stewart was 
no exception to the common law. True, often 
warned, he heeded not. He was strong ; why 
should a little overwork make him ill? But 
the blow came. One sultry summer day the 
pen fell from his hand, the overstrained nerves 
gave way, and a long dangerous illness brought 
him to the gates of death. Long he lay there : 
wife, parents, friends, despaired of his coming 
up from thence ; but the reaction came. Slowly, 
but surely, the ebbing life returned; and as 
weeks passed on, with returning strength, it 
was plain to all that a new life, even the life 
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which is hid in Christ Jesus, was begun also. 
The man who had cared only for the wisdom 
of this world, that cometh to nought, was now 
lying at the feet of Jesus, drinking in, with the 
simple faith of a little child, the words of Him 
who spake as never man spake. Dark indeed 
was the veil which, as he lay on that bed of 
sickness, hid the Saviour &om his eyes ; but 
He who laid him low sent one to him, com- 
missioned, even as Ananias was (by Himself), 
to remove the darkness, and let in the glorious 
light of the Gospel. 

That messenger was Harry Wilmot. He it 
was who watched long hours by his cousin's 
bed, and, as returning strength could bear it, 
whispered to him words of heavenly comfort 
and hope, and pointed to * the Lamb of God, 
who taketh away the sins of the world.* He 
spoke not with enticing words of man's ^vis- 
dom, but simply told of Jesus, and Him cruci- 
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fied, and spoke as ham the heart to the hearty 
and in the demonatiation of the Spint and of 
power. Ab dew on the thnstj ground, the 

r 

word fell, and was eagedy receiTed. The 
Scriptures were searched, the tenth shone out, ! 
old things passed away, all things hecame new ; I 
and from that bed of sickness Bobert Stewart 
rose a new creature — ^not to hide his God-given 
talents in a napkin, but to consecrate them to 
the service of his new Master, and to strive to 
let it be seen in all his future writings, that his 
one aim was to exalt the name of the Lord. 
He gave up neither his scientific nor his clas- 
Bical writings — only brought the light of the 
Gospel to shine on them and sanctify them. 
He held, with one of no small fkme, that ' as 
science has a foundation, so has religion. If 
they will unite their foundations, the basis will 
be broader, and they will be two compartments 
of one gr«at fabric, reared to the glory of God * 
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He, too, had found the Sangreal — not where 
he had so sedulously sought it, in the Temple 
of Fame, but in TTitti in whom are hid all the 
treasures of wisdom and knowledge. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

'Think not, when in loved and prized 
Sense of sin is paralyzed, 
So that ne'er they sue for grace- 
Think not 'tis a desperate case. 
Te that love them, join to bear 
Those to Christ by zealous prayer; 
Like the paralyzed of yore, 
To the Saviour borne of four.' 

SUDDEN pause in the conversation ol 
the group under the trees was broken 
by Alfred Osborne, now a fine-look- 
ing man, with a brown complexion, telling of 
years spent in an eastern climate. 

*Come, Wilmot,' he said, *when are you 
going to give me a week or two's visit 1 Say 
good-bye for a while to all your patients, young 
and old; throw me(iicine to the dogs; forget 




The Hidden Treasure, 



87 



there are such things in the world as fevers and 
headaches, and come with me to Sudbury Hall, 
and I'll be bound you'll confess it is one of the 
most splendid places you ever saw j and as for 
its stables and stud, Til bet you a round sum 
there are none finer in all England ; nor, if you 
come to that, a man more to be envied than 
the owner of all, namely, your humble servant, 
Alfred Osborne ! Ha ! Sir Galahad, with all 
your boasted wisdom, it seems to me I have got 
the true Sangreal, the only treasure worth the 
getting. The bright golden guineas for me ! I 
have to thank myself for the most of them, and 
the old cousin a hundred times removed, who 
left me his heir, for the rest ; but, anyhow, Fm 
to be envied, Wilmot, am I not — in possession 
of everything one can desire] Wouldn't you 
like to change places with me V 

The look which passed over Harry Wilmot's 
face at these words was one which AJfreil 
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Osborne could not understand. * Change places 
with him!* it said; * exchange the joy and 
peace in believing, the riches which are hid in 
Christ, the certainty of a glorious inheritance, 
an unfading crown in heaven, for the pleasures 
of a day, and the perishing riches of this 
world ! ' No, verily, not for all the world could 
give, would he exchange his treasure for that oi 
any good of earth. Fain would he lead his 
Mend to the inexhaustible mine where lay the 
heavenly treasure, and bid him gather of it. 

Quietly he said, not so much in answer to 
Al&ed, but as if he were speaking aloud his 
own thoughts : * A man*s life consisteth not in 
the abundance of the things which he possesseth.* 

Alfred gave a loud whistle. *Not so sure 
about that^ old fellow ! Life without the abun- 
dance of things would have small attractions 
for me ; it is only with them that it is worth 
the having ! ' 
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Kindly, earnestly, Dr Wilmot laid his hand 
on his friend's shoulder. *Nay, Osborne,* he 
said, ' say not so ; listen to the words spoken 
more than eighteen hundred years ago by Him 
who spake as never man spake : " The ground 
of a certain rich man brought forth plentifdlly j 
and he thought within himself, saying. What 
shall I do, because I have no room where to 
bestow my fruits] And he said. This will I 
do: I will pull down my bams, and build 
greater ; and there will I bestow all my fruits 
and my goods. And I will say to my soul. 
Soul, thou hast much goods laid up for many 
years ; take thine ease, eat, drink, and be merry. 
But God said unto him. Thou fool, this night 
thy soul shall be required of thee : then whose 
shall those things be which thou hast provided ] 
So is he that layeth up treasure for himself, and 
is not rich toward God." ' 

The words were spoken very solemnly ; the 
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frank, pleading, kindly look of the speakeT^s 
eyes making it impossible to be offended with 
the plainness of the address ; and when Alfred 
Osborne tried, in his good humoured way, to 
turn the conversation, and laugh down Harry 
as a capital hand at preaching — declaring he 
should have been a parson instead of a doctor — 
Harry's grieved look cut him short, and, shak- 
ing him kindly by the hand, he owned that all 
he had said might be quite true, and that some 
day he must really begin to think more of these 
things. At present he had so many things he 
must look after, that positively he had no time ; 
but, after he was fairly settled at Sudbury, he 
was determined to begin. And so, with the 
* Go thy way for this time ; when I have a 
more convenient season I will call for thee,' 
of Felix of old, he dismissed uneasy thoughts, 
stifled the voice of conscience, and went on 
his way, — hugging in his breast the fancied 
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Sangreal, following the delusive light which, 
unless arrested by Divine grace, would lead him 
down to destruction. 

And !Netty, what does she feel as she sees 
her only brother thus wilfully yielding himself 
up as a slave to the god of this world — * laying 
up for himself treasures in earth, where moth 
and rust corrupt, and thieves break through 
and steal,' and regardless of the true riches 1 
Netty says little to any earthly friend on the 
subject; but she teUs Jesus, her heavenly 
Friend, all about it She pleads His promise, 
made when He was on earth : * Whatsoevei 
you shall ask the Father in my name, I will do 
it ;* and doubly underlined, in her pocket Testa- 
ment, are the words, * Being folly persuaded 
that what he hath promised he is able to per- 
form;' and so, when Alfred jokes about the 
Sangreal, and even Aunt Mary shakes her head 
and sighs, fearing he has turned too far away 
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iTom the path which leads to it ever to retrace 
his steps, Netty does not despair; she only 
whispers quietly, ' He is fEdthfol that promised,' 
or sings the words of her fayoorite hymn, 

* Earthly friends may fail or leaye os. 
One day Eoothe, the next day grieve U£ ; 
But this Friend will ne'er deceive ns ; 
Oh, how He loves !' 

She does what, alas ! so many of us fiEul to do 
— she takes God at His word, and, like Paul, 
believes that ' it shall be even as he hath said ;' 
giving glory to God by the strength of her faith. 
Happy Netty ! yours is the true secret of peace; 
* according to thy feith be it unto thee.' 

Once more Aunt Mary is alone. Her visitors 
have returned to their homes and their duties ; 
the summer has changed almost imperceptibly 
iuto the golden autumn, the beauteous tints of 
which, pleasing as they are to the eye, yet speak 
of approaching decay. 

Dearly did Aunt Mary love these quiet autumn 
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days ; and pleasant were her meditations lus she 
sat watching the sun go down behind the hills, 
encompassed with fleecy clouds of crimson, 
puiple, and gold ; and, as she gazed, her 
thoughts turned to that glorious city, whose 
gates are of pearls, whose streets are of pure 
gold; where the sun never sets, and where 
there is no night, by reason of the glory which 
proceedeth &om the Lamb, who is the light 
thereof With joy she thinks of the loved 
ones who are already safely landed there, 
and in spirit she returns thanks to the Great 
Treasurer, who had led so many of those dear 
to her to find the Hidden Treasure, the true 
Sangreal, where alone it can ever be found — at 
the foot of the Cross. 
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CHAPTER XL 

CONCLUSION. 

Joy is a fruit that will not grow 

In nature's barren soil: 
All we can boast till Christ we know 

Is vanity and toil. 
A bleeding Saviour seen by faith, 

A sense of pardoning love, 
A hope that triumphs over death. 

Gives joys like those above.' 

|ear readers, one word in conclusion 
Are any of you seeking the Hidden 
Treasure in any of the paths we 
have written of] Stop and think. Attractive 
as they may seem for a while, they will fail 
you at last. Leave them all; come and see 
this great sight. Three crosses are erected on 
yonder hill, called Calvary. Over the centre 
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one ye read the words : * This is the King of 
the Jews.* Readers, He is dying that you 
may live — that you may obtain the Hidden 
Treasure. He has purchased it for you with 
His own blood. Go and claim it; own Him 
as your Saviour and Master, and go on thy 
way rejoicing, joining in the pOgrim song : 

* Tain are all terrestrial pleasures, 
Mixed with dross the purest gold ; 
Seek we then for heavenly treasures — 
Treasures never waxing old. 

Earthly joys no longer please us ; 

Here we would renounce them all ; 
Seek our only rest in Jesus, 

Him our Lord and Master call.' 
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very suitable for presentation." — Sheffield Independent. 

"We cannot better testify to its absorbing interest than by saying that 
we have read every word of it. It is a unique picture of Indian life and 
customs — of a state of things which already has well-nigh passed away. It 
is as instructive as it b romantic. As a book for boys, and not for them 
only, it can scarcely be surpassed." — British Quarterly Review, 



HODDER AND STOUGHTON'S 



BY DR. MACAULAY, Editor of '' The Leisure Hour:' 

III. 

ALL TRUE. Records of Peril and Adventure 

by Sea and Land — Remarkable Escapes and Deliverances — 
Missionary Enterprises and Travels — Wonders of Nature 
and Providence — Incidents of Christian History and 
Biography. With Twelve Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 

gilt, 5^- 

" 'AH True' contains records of adventures by sea and land, remark- 
able escapes and deliverances, missionary enterprises, etc. ; is as entertaining 
as the majority of such books are depressing, and may be welcomed as a 
welcome present for children. The illustrations are above the average of 
those vouchsafed to us in children's books. " — Spectator, 

IV. 

ACROSS THE FERRY: First Impressions 

of America and its People. With Nine Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, price 51. 

" Dr. Macaulay not only records his own impressions, but he incorporates 
with them much of the useful and interesting information which an 
intelligent traveller not only picks up, but takes special pains to furnish 
himself with. The volume is a series of Photographs of America as it was 
in 1870, and is full, therefore, of practical interest." — British Quarterly 
Review, 

THE BOY IN THE BUSH. A Tale of 
Australian Life. By Richard Rowe. Crown 8vo, 
with Illustrations, '^s, 6d, 



THE POSTMAN'S BAG. By John de 

LlEFDB. With Illustrations. Crovm 8vo, 2s, 6d. 

** Commend us to Mr. de Liefde for a pleasant story, whether in the 
parlour or on the printed page. He is himself a story-book, full of 
infectious humour, racy anecdote, youthful freshness, and warm-hearted 
religion. In this pretty volume we do not get any of his more elaborate 
tales ; it is professedly a book ' for boys and girls,' and is made up of short 
stories and fables, the very things to win children's hearts." — The PeUriai. 



GIFT BOOKS POR THE YOUNG. 



BY MRS. ROBERT G^REILLY. 

** Mrs. O'Reilly possesses the art which Miss Mitford exhibited so 
remarkably in ' Our Village.' To make a short tale attractive has 
baffled the art of some of the greatest of our novelbts. It is a special gift, 
and she may be congratulated on its possession." — Pall Mall GazetU. 

I. 

THE RED HOySE IN THE SUBURBS. 

With Twenty-six Illustrations by F. A. Fraser, Cloth 
gilt, y. 6d. 

II. 

REED FARM. With Thirteen Illustrations by 
TowNLEY Green. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt extra, jj. 6d. 
" One of Mrs. O'Reilly's best and happiest cflForts." — Christian Age, 

III. 

MEG'S MISTAKE, and other Sussex 

Stories. With Twenty Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, $s, 

**The humour and pathos of these stories are beyond all praise."-^ 
Stattdard. 

** We have never seen better stories of their kind." — Academy. 



THE CHILDREN OF CHINA: Written 

for the Children of England. By the Author of " The 
Children of India." With Numerous Illustrations. Hand- 
somely bound, fcap. 4to, gilt edges, 5^. 

" Miss Marston's beautiful book comes to us in all the glory that gold* 
turquoise, and black can give to its binding. The fortunate children who 
get this book as a present will be pleased with its outward appearance, they 
will be delighted with its interior. The paper is good, the printing b good, 
the illustrations are good, and what is of greater importance the writing is 
good. The author knows well how to talk interestingly to children, 
and her style is so clear and simple that she contrives to convey an 
immense amount of information in her 330 pages." — J llttsirated Missionary 
Nevts. 

** Will be joyfully welcomed. Well written, very elegantly bound, and 
profusely illustrated, ^th a good map at the beginning. We have seldook 
seen a book for children which we liked better, or could more heartil^p* 
recommend as a prize or present. — Record. 



GIFT BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 



BY THE LATE W, H, G, KINGSTON. 
*< Bfr. Kingston's inimitable tioAtt,"" ^British Quarttrfy Review, 

L 

FROM POWDER MONKEY TO AD- 
MIRAL. A Story of Naval Adventure. Eight 
Illustrations. Handsomely bound, ^s. Gilt edges. 

" Kingston's tales require no commendatbn. They are full of go. All 
lads enjoy them, and many men. This is one of his best^stories— • 
youthful critic assures us his very best." — Sheffield Inde/endeui. 

II. 

JAMES BRAITHWAITE, THE SUPER- 
CARGO. The Story of his Adventures Ashore 
and Afloat. With Eight Illustrations, Portrait, and Short 
Account of the Author. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, handsomely 
bound, 5j. j 

" The supercargo's exploits at sea during the early part of this century 
appear as fresh and vigorous as though they were described yesterday, b 
b a healthy, heart>', enjoyable story." — Daify Chronicle, 

III. 

JOVINIAN. A Tale of Early Papal Rome. 

With Eight Illustrations. Cheap Edition. Fcap. 8vo^* 
" It is a powerful and thrilling story." — Methodist Recorder, 

IV. 

HENDRICKS THE HUNTER; or, The 

Border Farm. A Tale of Zululand. With Five 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Handsomely hound in cloth^ 
gilt edges, price 5^. 

"A delightful book of travel and adventure in Zululand.** — Athemgum. 
" A boy may be happy all day with Mr. Kingston's * Hendricks ^ 
Hunter,' " — Saturday Review, 
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8 HODDER AND STOUGHTON'S 

BY THE LATE JV. If. G. KINGSTON (ConHntUd). 

V. 

CLARA MAYNARD; or, The True and 

the False. A Tale for the Times. Ninth Thousand. 
Crown 8vOy 3^. dd, 

'* An admirable story, in which the mischievous results of Ritualistic 
teaching are efifectively diown." — Rock, 

VI. 

PETER TRAWL ; or, The Adventures of 

a Whaler. With Eight Illustrations. Handsomely bound 
in cloth. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, price 5.;. 

" Here will be found shipwrecks and desert islands, and hair-breadth 
escapes of every kind, all delightful and spirit-stirring."^^— 0»r/ youmoL 

" It is a manly sort of book, with a good deal of information in it, as 
well as the adventures which boys love." — Atkenaum. 



KATE'S MOTHER. By Ellen Hodgson. 

Crown 8vo, 3J. W. 

'* A brightly told simple domestic story." — European Meuf, 
" A homely tale, very charmingly told of humble family life, with its 
trials, and sorrows, and loves ; its disappointments and compensations. It 
is a thoroughly natural story, and one that will help to elevate and purify 
the life of the household. — Christian, 



POOR PAPA. By Mary W. Porter. With 

Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo, sewed, is, 

" His troubles are very comic." — British Quarter^, 
** Intensely amusing." — City Press. 
" Admirably told." — Liverpool Albion, 



STORY AFTER STORY of Land and 

Sea, Man and Beast. By the Author of *' Sunday 
Evenings with my Children," etc. "With 130 Illustrations. 
Square crown 8vo, cloth, 3J'. td, 

"The pages contain engravings in abundance, each one serviog to 
illustrate a pleasant little story." — Sunday School Times, 

" For young people this volume must prove quite an attractive mine off 
amusement. It will make an excellent prize." — Schoolmaster, 

*'A most attractive and useful volume for young readers." — Rock, 



GIFT BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG, 



BY MISS DOUDNEY. 

A LONG LANE WITH A TURNING. 

A Story. With Sixteen Illustrations by M. £. Edwards. 
Handsomely bound, crown 8vo, cloth, 51. 

" Miss Doudney is a channing writer of good stories without bdng 
goody, and this ought to be a favourite amongst her numerous works." — 
Aceidemy* 

" A charming story for girls." — Record, 

" I consider it not only one of the best of her stories but one of the best 
stories of its kind." — Truth, 

WHAT'S IN A NAME ? With Eight lUus- 

trations. Crown 8vo, handsomely bound, 5x. 

"One of Sarah Doudney's most charming idylls. The story is very 
sweet, full of charming surprises and sof^ emotions." — Court youmaL 

" One of the most charming stories it is possible to conceive." — WhitehaU 
Review, 

III. 

NELLY CHANNELL. With Four lUustra- 

tions. Cloth, 3^. 6d. 
" A quiet and wholesome story well told." — Dtuly News, 
" A clever tale, inculcating noble principles." — Christian, 

IV. 

NOTHING BUT LEAVES. With 

Frontispiece. New and Cheaper Edition. Eleventh Thou- 
sand. 35. 6d, 

"A pretty and well-written story." — Atheneeum, 

" One of the most charming and exquisitely-told tales that we ever had 
the pleasure of perusing." — Literary World, 



THE CHILDREN'S PASTIME: Pictures 

and Stories. By L. G. SfiGUiN, Author of "Walka 
in Algiers," etc. With 200 Illustrations. Square crowD 
8vo, 3^. 6d. 

" It contains many excellent stories. They are well illustrated by maxiy 
woodcuts. A treasure for those who have to amuse young folk." — 
Scotsman, 

" A capital gift-book for a good boy or girL" — Literary World, 

" A welcome gift in any nursery of young children." — Literary ChurcJ^ 



lO GIFT BOOKS FOR THE YOU AG, 

CHEERFUL SUNDAYS: Stories, 

Parables, and Poems for Children. With 150 
Illustrations. By the Author of "Story after Story," etc. 
Square crown 8vo, 35. dd, 
** ' Cheerful Sundays ' is the title of another volume of reUgiooy stmiw 
and verses for children. It is well done, and is excellently illustrated. 
Scotsman. 

" A good book for Sunday reading for little ones." — Standard, 



SEPPEL ; or. The Burning of the Syna- 
gogue at Munich. By Gustav Nieritz. With Frontis- 
piece, is. 6d. 
" The narrative is of thrilling interest." — Edinburgh Daily Reviiw, 

BUSY HANDS AND PATIENT 

HEARTS; or, the Blind Boy of Dresden and 

his Friends. By the same Author. Eighth Edition. 
Crown 8vo, illustrated, is. 6d. 

" One of the most beautiful stories ever written for children."— 

** A real and genuine Christmas story." — Times. [NonconforsidtL 



The "Prize" Illustrated Edition of 

FROM LOG CABIN TO WHITE 

HOUSE. The Story of President Garfield's Life. 

By W. M. Thayer, Author of ** George Washington," 

•*The Pioneer Boy," etc., etc. Handsomely bound, huge 

paper, gilt edges, price 5J. 

This Edition, containing Twenty full-page Illustrations, and Two Steel 

Portraits, completes the issue of 135,000 copies of this extraordinarily 

popular work. Its subject, its style, and its appearance combine to render 

the book pre-eminently suitable for presents, prizes, and school libraries. 

Cheaper Editions at zs., zs. 6d., and 3s. 6d. may also be had, con> 
taining a fine portrait of President Garfield. 

"One of the most romantic stories of our time." — British Quarttrfy 
Review. 

" The boyhood of Garfield, his struggles with poverty and other difficuldes, 
his self-education, his strong religious sense, are all depicted in a way that 
brings out very strikingly the great character of the man." — Gwtrdian. 

" There could not possibly be a better or more useful gift-book €oe 
Chrbtmas-tide, New Year, birthday, or indeed any ' tide,' year, or day 
than this thrilling story of one who from his earliest boyhood to the hoar of 
his martjrrdom, was every inch a king." — Golden Hours. 



"FROM LOG CABiy TO WHITE HOUSE. 
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BY L. T. MEADE^ Author of '^ Scamp and I^^ tU^ eU. 

I. 

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE NURSERY. 

With Forty Illustrations by T. Pym. Fcap. 4to, hand- 
somely bound, 5^. 

"We hav« seldom seen a more spirited and delightful story for Uttl« 
children."— <7Mar</M«. 

*' A most charming children's story, exquisitely illustrated."— TVwM. 

'* First of all, make way for his majesty, an imperious, conrageoaS| 
delightful infant of three years, who calls himself 'Tarlie.' The lady, 
L. T. Meade, authoress of ' Scamp and I,' who tells us and her younger 
readers all about him, b assisted by T. Pym, an artist scarcely behind Miss 
Kate Greenaway in drawing children, with forty charming illustrations of 
this delightful nursery history." — Illustrated London Ntwt, 

" T. Pym, who has illustrated this book, has drawn some capital and 
natural studies of child-life. The story itself is agreeably told, its author 
evidently understanding and appreciating the little ways of children. The 
nursery tale has all the naturalness of children's conversations, and will 
forcibly appeal to the young minds for whose amusement it has been 
written, llie illuminated binding b exceedingly beautiful."—- fTAt/iMa/l 
Review, 

II. 

HOW IT ALL CAME ROUND. With 

Six Illustrations. Handsomely bound, price 51. 

'* A charming story. The characters are excellently drawn."— \S'/a«<£m£ 

" The story is worthy of the highest praise. Altogether, this it one of 
the best stories of the season." — Pall Mall Gazette, 



III. 

HERMIE'S ROSEBUDS, and other 

Stories. With Illustrations. Handsomely bound, price 
Zs,6d, 

** A collection of short pieces by this gifted authoress, illustrative of the 

quickening and ennobling influence exerted even on the worst of men by 

children. The whole series is a powerful and pathetic illustration of thit 

text, < A little child shall lead them.' ' The Least of These ' is a capital 

sketch, so is 'Jack Darling's Conqueror.' "—/>r^ma«. 
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BY L. T. MEADE^ Author of ** Scamp and /," et€.^ etc. 

(Continued,) 

IV. 

SCARLET ANEMONES. With Frontispiece. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth, u. 

"Two delightful Xa\t^'*—Sheffitld IfuUpendtnt, 

" Two pretty little shilling books. The former tells of a child who was 
lost through a careless act of deception, and found again by the sense and 
prayerfulness of a young girl. ' The Two Sisters * is a story of the love 
and devotion of a twin for her frailer sister. Both tales are good beyond 
the average." — Christian World, 

V. 

ELLIE AND ESTHER; or, The Two 

Sisters. With Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is. 



THE ORIENT BOYS : A Tale of School 

Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d, 

" A healthy story, of American origin, well told, and pointing some good 
morals that boys will do well to learn." — CkristiaH, 

" ' The Orient Boys, a Tale of School Life,' will find favour among the 
boys, who will be more than interested in Carlos Chrysostomo Colimo. It 
is out of the ordinary and somewhat monotonous style on which school tales 
are constructed."— Sheffield Independent, 



CHARITY MOORE. A Story. By Lina 

Orman-Cooper. With Illustrations by T. Pym. Crown 
8vo, cloth, IS. 6d. 

** A tale of the brave deeds and unselfish life of a workhouse girL It is 
romantic without being improbable, and altogether a very pretty story, 
prettily written, prettily illustrated, and prettily bound. With its covers 
decorated with holly and robins, it will be a welcome Christmas gift for 
many a little maiden." — Christian, 



GIFT BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 1$ 

BY MISS M. A. PAULL, Author of Tim's Troubles,"* eU. 

I. 

FRIAR HILDEBRANDS CROSS; or. 

The Monk of Tavy stoke Abbaye. With Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 51. 

" The volume b beautifully written, and never were the struggles of a 
true and faithful heart more touchingly depicted. The tenderness of the 
sentiment which binds the friar to Cicely is depicted with such exquisite 
refinement and delicacy that many a bright eye will be dimmed with tears 
in the perusal."— C^»W JoumaL 

II. 

THE FLOWER OF THE GRASS- 
MARKET. With Five Illustrations. Cheap Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td, 

" There is a healthy moral tone of a very high order sustained through- 
out the work, and an easy grace and diction, which make it highly 
commendable." — Edinburgh Daily Review. 

" A handsomely got-up volume. The story is admirably written. The 
reader never loses interest ii) the fortunes of the various chauracters in it."— 
Sheffitld Independent, 



THE STORY OF THE LIFE OF 

JESUS Told in Words Easy to Read and Under- 
stand. By the Author of " The Story of the Bible," etc. 
With Forty Illustrations. Handsomely boimd, fcap. 4to, 
cloth, 31. 6d. 

"An excellent Sunday book for children; the story is tenderly and 
brightly told, the pictures of Eastern life and Jewish manners form an 
effective running commentary on the text, which is interspersed besides with 
graphic views of the sacred cities, sites and scenery." — Times, 

" A noteworthy book for the children. I'he forty or more engravings 
are fresh and true designs, fitly representing Oriental costumes and scenery. 
We have so often seen the regular conventional drawing, that it did us good 
to set our eyes upon these original sketches. The binding is attractive, 
and the form and type of the book are all we can desire. The language 
is suitable for children, and it tells the wondrous story so that it may be 
understood of the little ones." — Sword and Trowel, 
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BY DR. GORDON STABLES, R.N. 

I. 

STANLEY GRAHAME. A Tale of the 

Dark Continent. With Eighteen Uhistrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth, gilt edges, $s. 

"The story never flags from beginning to end, and there can be no 
shadow of doubt that it will be received with delight by every healthy- 
minded lad. The illustrations are very good."— ^r^/xwron. 

" A fine book for boys, full of admirably vigorous and picturesque 
writing, and of wholesome manly form."— ^^<f/^. 



II. 

ADVENTURES ROUND THE POLE; 

or, The Cruise of the " Snowbird " Crew in the 
"Arrandoon." Eight Illustrations. Handsomely bound, 
gilt edges, 5^. 

" It is a story of thrilling interest, the essence of a dozen Arctic voyages, 
lighted up by a good deal of fun and frolic, and chastened by manly 
religious feeling. It has excited us as we have read." — British Quarterly 
Reviiw, 

" The illustrations are excellent Healthy-minded bojrs will find in the 
volume a source of great pleasure. It is brightly written, it is full of 
adventure, and it is thoroughly wholesome." — Scotsman, 



III. 

THE CRUISE OF THE SNOWBIRD. A 

Story of Arctic Adventure. With Nine Full-page 
Illustrations. Handsomely bound, gilt edges, 5^. 

"This is a capital story of adventure of the sort that all true boys 
delight in. Every page teems with wonderful stories 'of moving 
accidents by flood and field, of hair-breadth 'scapes ' ; and perhaps the 
greatest charm about these ' yams ' is that they are so true to nature that 
they read like actual experiences. A story which is full of ' go,' and will, 
we venture to predict, be one of the most popular ' boys' books ' of the 
season." — Academy. 
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BY MRS. PRENTISS. 

THE STORY LIZZIE TOLD. By Mrs. 

E. Prentiss, Author of "Stepping Heavenward." Illus- 
trated. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is. 

"One of the most charmingly delicate tales of an invalid child's life that 
we have ever read." — NonconformisU 

THE LITTLE PREACHER. With Frontis- 
piece. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is, (xl, 

*< Of the < Little Preacher,' the scene of which Is laid in the Black 
Forest, a German gentleman, talking to a friend about the authoress, 
exclaimed enthusiastically, ' I wish I knew her 1 I would so like to thank 
her for her perfect picture. It b a miracle of genius,' he added, ' to be 
able thus to portray the life of z.fortign people.' "'—CongregationaUiU 

SLYBOOTS, and other Farmyard 

Chronicles. By Beata Francis, Author of "Fables 
and Fancies." Handsomely bound, with Numerous lUus- 
trations, 25, 6d, 

*' Delightfully simple and natural, and lighted up with gleams of fun and 
humour." — Literary World, 

"We have thoroughly enjoyed uid heartily laughed over these 
chronicles." — Bath JoumaL 

" There is a subtle moral in each of these chronicles, and the style is 
extremely humorous. A most enjoyable volume."— Z^^r^y Mercury, 



CLUNY MACPHERSON. A Tale of 

Brotherly Love. By A. E. Barr. With Six Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, ^s. 

" The story is of thrilling interest." — Literary World. 
** The book, which is splendidly got up, b throughout exceedingly read-' 
able." — Perthshire Constitutional. 

" This singularly beautiful story." — Daily Review. 



THORNTON HALL; or, Old Questions 

in Young Lives. By Phcebe J. McKeen. Crown 8vo, 

nicely bound, price y, 6d, 
" An interesting and well-written story; The characters of the girls are 
well drawn, and the tone of the book excellent throughout." — Chttrvk 
Sunday ScJtool Magazint, 

b 



l8 GIFT BOOKS I OR THE YOUNG, 

MRS. RE A NETS SHILLING SERIES. 
Tastefully bound in cloth, price is, each. 



Found at Last. 
Little Glory's Mission. 
Unspoken Addresses. 



Number Four, and Other 
Chippings. [Stories. 

Not Alone in the World. 



" Written with all the author's well-known sweetness and persuasiveness 
of style."— TA^ Outlook. 

" Good little books in Mrs. Reaneys very best style. We hope they 
will sell by hundreds of thousands." — Sword and TroweL 



CAPITAL FOR WORKING BOYS. 

Chapters on Character Building. By J. £. 
M'CoNAUGHY. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3J. 6</. 

*' We should like every working boy to read it. It is full of wise saws 
and modern instances, pithy quotations, and taking anecdotes. The spirit 
of persevering industry and independence will be fostered by such reading, 
while neatness, promptness, truthfulness, economy and true religion are not 
forgotten. Every wise father who has sons about to leave the home fire« 
side should give each one of them a copy of this capital book." — Sword 
and Trowel, 

THE WINTHROP FAMILY. A Story of 

New England Life Fifty Years Ago. By the Author 
of "May Chester," etc Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d, 

" A very dainty, winsome volume." — Freeman. 

" Primitive New England life, hospitality, and home-heartedness are 
finely wrought out in it. There is a quiet, easy grace, a pleasant sparkle, 
and a genial attractiveness in the style which exactly suits the life, manner, 
and personages of the narrative. A most admirable one for home interest 
and delight." — Golden Hours, 



** THERE'S A FRIEND FOR LITTLE 

CHILDREN." By Julia F. Armstrong. With 
Twelve Illustrations. Handsomely bound, aown 8vo, 
cloth, 2s, 6d, 

" Very well told. The illustrations in it are well 6on<^," ^Scotsman, 
"A truly delightful story." — Ecclesiastical Gazette, 
" There is no child who will not be charmed with the %X,oiy,'* -^British 
Messenger, 



'•THSXE'S A FRIEND FOR LITTLE CHILDREN." 




Sftcimtm c/lh* /IfynlralitM. 
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WORKS BY MRS. G. S. REANEY. 

I. 

JUST IN TIME; or, Howard Clarion's 

Rescue. Handsomely bound, crown 8vo, cloth, 5J-. 1 

" It is really one of her very best books, and that is high praise indeed. 
She always writes with a purpose, and her stories clearly indicate both 
culture and a wide knowledge of the world and its needs. The secret of 
her success doubtless lies in the fact that her pictures of life are real, and 
consequently true to the experience of the reader. The present story, 
which is gracefully told, is likely to have many appreciative readers."-— 
Christian Commonwealth, 

II. 

DAISY SNOWFLAKE'S SECRET. A 

Story of English Home Life. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Elegantly bound, 3^. 6d, 

"Winning in style, pure and earnest in tone, and of commanding 
mtercst." — Daily Review, 

III. 

OUR DAUGHTERS : Their Lives Here 

and Hereafter. Eighth Thousand, cloth, 3^. 6d, ' 
" A thoroughly wise and helpful book." — Christian. 

IV. 

OUR BROTHERS AND SONS. Fourth 

Thousand. Elegantly bound, 3^. 6d. 

" One of her best books, written in excellent English, and with a racy, 
earnest pen." — Evangelical Magazine. 



THEODORA CAMERON. A Home Story. 

By Phcebe J. McKeen. With Five Full-page Illustra- 
tions. Seventh Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 5j. ! 

" A pretty story of the great civil war, which, though issued in a bingle 
volume, comprises not less matter than an ordinary novel, and introduces 
the reader to many varieties of character, and numerous stirring scenes in 
the borne and on the battle-field." — Daily News. 
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B Y IS A A C PLE YD ELL. 

IN A CORNER OF THE VINEYARD. 

A Village Story. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

" The hard, rough life of the men is vigorously drawn." — Athetutum. 
" The characters are drawn with graphic skill, and the story is one of 
absorbing interest." — Derby Mercury, 

" A touching and stimulating story "-^Christian World, 



BELL'S LADIES' READER. A Class 

Book of Poetry for Schools and Families. With an 
Introduction on the Principles of Elocution. By D. C. 
Bell, Joint Author of "Bell's Standard Elocutionist." 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 2j. 6d, 



BELL'S STANDARD ELOCUTIONIST. 

Principles and Exercises. Followed hy a copious 
Selection of Extracts in Prose and Poetry, Classified and 
Adapted for Reading and Recitation. By D. C. and 
A M. Bell. New and greatly Enlarged Edition. Con- 
taining over 500 of the choicest Extracts in the English 
Language, with the Principles of Elocution fully stated* 
Strongly half-bound in roan, 544 pages, y. 6d, 
" This is the best book of the kind," — Bookseller, 



FERN GLEN FARM. By Helen Pinkerton 

Redden. With Illustrations by the Author. In crown 
8vo, doth, handsomely bound, 3^. 6d, 

" It is a singularly simple and sweet picture of child-life framed in th^ 
the fairest imaginable setting of natural scenery and domestic affection. Th 
story is fragrant with the breath of trees and flowers, and pervaded with ^ 
healthy enjoyment of the delights of rural life that is charming and con* 
tagious. Were anything needed to increase our interest in the persons of 
her 3routhful heroes and heroines, it is supplied in the delicate grace and 
airy £ancy that illumine the illustrations with which she has beautified her 
little book." — Presbyterian, 
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BY% R. H. HAWTHORN. 
I. 

LAUNCHING AWAY; or, Roger Larks- 
way's Strange Mission. With Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 5j. 

" An excellently written book of incident and adventure mainly in 
Australia. The author knows how to make such a book interesting, and 
he has in this one eminently succeeded." — Scotsman, 

•^ '• <*'.*•• I 
II. 

THE PIONEER OF A FAMILY; or, 

Adventures of a Young Governess. Second Edition. 
With Frontispiece. 5^. 

" Few stories have such an air of reality about them. Mr. Hawthorn 
has the faculty of drawing his characters in such graphic fashion, that we 
seem to have known them, and are forced to sjrmpathise with their joys and 
sorrows." — Aberdeen Free Press. 

" Full of terse and powerful sketches of colonial life." — Freeman, 



OLIVER WYNDHAM. A Tale of the 

Great Plague. By the Author of ** Naomi ; or, The 
Last Days of Jerusalem," etc. Sixteenth Thousand. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3J. dd, 

" The chief merit of the book is the exquisite delicacy with which it 
illustrates Christian feeling and Christian principle in circumstances th« 
most trying and varied." — Weekly Review, 



iDAVID EASTERBROOK. An Oxford 

Story. By Tregelles Polkinghorne. '/ With FrontiF- 
piece. Handsomely bound, 5j. 

" An exceedingly interesting story." — Rock, 
'-"A bright, vigorous, and useful work." — Freemam 
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BY MARIE HALL nSe SIB REE. 

I. 

NOBLE, BUT NOT THE NOBLEST. 

Crown 8vo, 3j. 6d. 

"The picture is skilfully drawn, with tender touches and with artistic 
lights. We heartily commend it. To those who have read the author's 
previous stories of 'The Dying Saviour and the Gipsy Girl,' * Andrew 
Marvel,' etc., thb is scarcely necessary." — British Quarterly Review. 

" A more elegantly written, graceful, and powerful story the present story 
season has not yielded us." — Freeman, 

II. 

ANDREW MARVEL AND HIS 

FRIENDS. A Story of the Siege of Hull. Fourth 

Thousand. With Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 

" Mrs. Hall's knowledge of the historical details is as exact as her imagina- 
tion is fertile and faithful. The pictures are good, and the beautiful 
photograph of the statue of Marvel at Hull well deserves to be noted. 
Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton have certainly made it a beautiful and 
attractive book." — British Quarterly Review, 

III. 

THE DYING SAVIOUR AND THE 

GIPSY GIRL, and other Tales. Fifteenth Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, jj. 6d, 

" The stories are gracefully written : they are marked by good feeling 
and refined taste, and the moral conveyed by them is unexceptionable."— 
spectator, 

IV. 

THE DYING SAVIOUR AND THE; 

GIPSY GIRL, and THE LIGHT OF THE 
WORLD. Two Stories. Eighteenth Thousand. Fcap. 
8vo, price ix. 

*' A literary gem not less admirable for the beauty of its dicticm, and dM 
artistic finish of its detsdls than for its lucid exhibition of the gospel. TIm 
* Old, Old Story' was seldom told in sweeter words."^^. S, W^ld, 
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CHEAP ILLUSTRATED EDITIONS OF J. B. DB 

LIEFDES STORIES. 

I. 

A BRAVE RESOLVE; or, the Siege of 

Stralsund. A Story of Heroism and Adventure. 
With Eight Full-page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, hand* 
somely bound, 3^. 6d, 

" Gives a capital picture of the Siege of Stralsund in the Thirty Yean 
War. It is an excellent historical novel" — Tkt Guardian. 

" A highly interesting romance. The exciting events of the Thirty Years 
War are depicted with much fidelity, and the love story lends an additional 
charm to a thoroughly readable book." — Court yournal, 

" It is admirably done — we have not read a better historical story for • 
long time." — British Quarterly Review, 

II. 

THE BEGGARS; or, the Founders of the 

Dutch Republic. With Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo^ 
handsomely bound in cloth, 3^. 6d, 

" Mr. de Liefde's ' Beggars ' is a piece of genuine historical romance, fti 
of incident, and not wanting in colour and lesson. The book is a good and 
lively one, and we cordially recommend it." — Argosy, 

"This is an interesting and animated story, the scene of which is laid m 
the Netherlands at a time with which Mr. Motley's works have made as 
familiar. The hero of Mr. de Liefde's tale engages in an attempt to rescue 
Count Egmont the night before his execution, and afterwards takes service 
in the fleet of Sea Beggars, which was so troublesome to Spain, and of such 
service to the young Dutch Republic There is no lack of adventure in the 
book. " — Athenaum, 



DAVID LIVINGSTONE. The Story of 

his Life and Labours; or, The Weaver Boy who 
became a Missionary. By H. G. Adams. With Steel 
Portrait and Thirty Illustrations. Fifty-seventh Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 6d, 

"An admirable condensation of 'The Story of the Life and Labours of 
Dr. Livingstone.' Comprehensive in range, abounding in detail, and vividly 
presenting the graphic description of the great explorer himself." — RicortL 



BRAVE RESOLVE. 
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RE'ISSUE OF JACOB ABBOTTS STORIES. 

I. JUNO & GEORGIE. I iii. JUNO on a JOURNEY. 
II. MARY OSBORNE. | IV. HUBERT. 

With Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price is, 6d, each. 

"Well printed and elegantly bound, will surely meet with a hearty 
welcome. We remember the delight we took in them years ago, and how 
lessons which they inculcated have left their traces until this day. Dr. 
Arnold, of Rugby, was one of the warmest admirers of the author of ' The 
Young Christian,' and recognized in him a man of congenial spirit For 
strong common sense, knowledge of child nature, and deep religious fervour, 
we have had nothing superior to these four delightful stories." — Frumum, 

" The author of ' The Young Christian ' is really an English classic. One 
of his little books exerted such an influence on Frederick Robertson of 
Brighton, that its perusal formed a turning-point in the life of that great 
inreacher ; and there have probably been thousands on both udes of the 
Atlantic similarly affected by the writings of the same author. We there- 
fore welcome with peculiar satisfaction the elegant edition of four of his 
«t(»rie8." — Christian Leader, 



SHORE AND SEA. Stories of Great 

Vikings and Sea Captains. By W. H. Davenport 
Adams. Ten Illustrations. Handsomely bound, gilt edges, 

*' A book which is as thrilling as any romance." — ScoUtium, 

*' An interesting book for adventure-loving boys. It contahis a capital 
^leacription of the life, customs, and manners of the Norsemen, together with 
much pleasantly-told information concerning < Sebastian Cabot,' ' De Soto^* 
•The Early Colonizers of Virginia,' ' Drake,' * Hudson,' and * Henry Morgan.' 
This collection will be deservedly popular." — Pall Mall Gazette, 

" This is a carefully written and thoroughly good book. Mr. Adams has 
tried to sketch the lives of famous sea captains with fidelity as well as with 
jgn^phic power. ... It is the romance of the sea as it has been sctually 
realized, and boys will find it as instructive as it b interesting." — British 
Quarterly Reinew, 
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BY MARY PRYOR RACK. 
T. 

CHRISTIAN WOMANHOOD. Uniform with 

"Consecrated Women*' and "Self-Surrender." Elegantly 

bound, 5^. 

*' We know no more suitable present for a yoting lady than this charming 
book, with its sketches of Mary Fletcher, Elizabeth, last Duchess of 
Gordon, Ann Blackhouse, Frances Ridley Havergal, and others. It will 
be a very fountain of inspiration and encouragement to other good women." 
'Sheffield Independent, 

II. 

CONSECRATED WOMEN. Fourth 

Thousand. 5/. Handsomely bound. 

"The memorials are all deeply interesting, bright, and vivid."— 

Frteman. 

" Some of these brief biographies are deeply interesting." — Record, 
"The stories of such philanthropic women are profoundly touching."— 

Spectator, 

III. 

SELF-SURRENDER. A Second Series of 

"Consecrated Women." Second Thousand. 5/, cloth 

elegant. 

'* A most delightful book, written by a woman, about women, and for 
women — though it may be read by men with equal pleasure and profit. 
Each of the eleven chapters contains in brief, the life, history, and work of 
some sister who was made perfect either through service or suffering." — 
Christians 



THE SISTERS OF GLENCOE ; or, 

Letitia's Choice. By Eva Wynne. Twentieth Thou- 
sand. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, price 5^, 

" Its life pictures are skilfully drawn, and the most wholesome lessons ar« 
enforced with fidelity and power." — Temperance Record, 

" An admirable story, illustrating in a most effective manner the mischief 
arising from the use of intoxicating liquors." — Rock, 
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BY ALEXANDER MACLEOD, D.D. 

I. 

THE CHILDREN'S PORTION. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 5j. I 

• 

" As a preacher to children, Dr. Macleod has perhaps no living equal 
In these delightfiil chapters he seems to us to be at his best."^-CAm^V»i. 

" Sunday school teachers will be glad of the very numerous illustrations 
and anecdote contained in it" — Literary World. 

"Admirable specimen of what such addresses should be, thoughtful, 
earnest, simple, full of affectionate appeal, and freely illustrated." — Sunday 
School Chronicle, i 

" This is a collection of short sermons addressed to children. They are 
well adapted to strike the fancy and touch the heart of the young." — Record. 

II. 

TALKING TO THE CHILDREN. Tenth 

Edition. 3J. 6d, 

** An exquisite work. Divine truths are here presented in simple language, 
illustrated by parable and anecdote at once apt and htaLMti£\jl,"-'-'£van£^elical 
Magazine, 

III. 

THE GENTLE HEART. A Second Series 

of «* Talking to the ChUdrcn." Fifth Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, 3^. 6d. \ 

Mr. Spurgbon says : " We haN-v been fascinated with the originality and 
beauty of its thought, charmed with the simplicity and elegance of its 
language, enriched with the store of its illustrations, and blest in spirit 
through its abundant manifestation of ' the truth as it is in Jesus.' " 



LINKS IN REBECCA'S LIFE. An 

American Story. By Pansy. With Frontispiece. Hand- 
somely bound in cloth, 5^. ! 

" By one of the ablest and sprightliest of American story-tellers."— 
Christian. 

" We should like to see every young lady of our acquaintance fully en- 
grossed in the reading of this book. It is an admirable five shillings' worth." 
'^word and Trowel, 
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BY THE AUTHOR OF " CHRISTIE REDFERN'S 

TROUBLES,'' etc. 

I. 

THE BAIRNS ; or, Janets Love and Ser- 
vice. With Five Illustrations. Thirteenth Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 5^. 

" A special interest attaches to 'The Bairns.' The characters are forcibly 
delineated, and the touches of homeliness which seem almost peculiar to our 
northern kinsfolk impart a peculiar charm." — Record, 

II. 

FREDERICA AND HER GUARDIANS; 

or, The Perils of Orphanhood. Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^; id, 

"An exceedingly well-told story, full of incidents of an attractive character. 
The story will be admired by all thoughtful girls." — Public O^nion. 

" A sweet, pure, and beautiful story, such as may be put with confidence 
into the hands of any English %\x\," —Sheffield Independent, 

III. 

THE TWA MISS DAWSONS. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, price $s, 

" We gladly welcome a new book by the author of ' The Bsums ' That 
charming Canadian story opened a new field for readers of fiction. The 
present story is limited to Eastern Scotland. It is a family picture, settling 
down chiefly to the experiences of a charming old maiden aunt — a most 
admirable delineation — and an equally charming niece." — British Quarterly 
Review, 



YENSIE WALTON. An American Story. 

By J. R. Graham Clark. With Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth, $s, 

" In -tone and spirit, plan and execution, this is a superb story. Rich in 
delineation of character, and in descriptions of real experience. A more 
fascinating and inspiring picture of a school-mistress, in one prolonged, 
prayerful, and sustained endeavour to lead an orphan pupil to Christ, was 
aever dra,vnu"^Ceneral Ba/tist Ma^azim, 
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BY EDWIN ff ODDER. 
I. 

EPHRAIM AND HELAH. A Story of 

the Exodus. Eighth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth 
elegant, 5^. 

" Mr. Hodder gives a vivid description of the dafly life of the Hebrews 
immediately at and before the time of the coming of Moses. The picture is 
full of interest." — The Queen. 

II. 

TOSSED ON THE WAVES. A Story of 

Young Life. Fifteenth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 

" We cannot think that a boy could take up the book without feeling ils 
fascination, or without rising a better lad from its perusal. The scenes of 
life on the sea and in the colonies are peculiarly attractive." — British 
Quarterly Review, 

III. 

THE JUNIOR CLERK. A Tale of City 

Life. Fourteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2J. 6d, 

" Mr. Shipton observes that the author described this tale to him as a 
fiction. He remarks : ' It may be so to him, but for every one of his state- 
ments I could supply a fact. It is not merely true to nature as a narration 
of the means by which young men may be — it is a true record of the ways 
in which many have been, and many still are being — led to dishonour and 
ruin.' Such a recommendation as this will be sufficient to ensure for this 
little book a hearty welcome from many readers." — Christian World; 



THE WHITE CROSS AND DOVE OF 

PEARLS. A Biography of Light and Shade. By 
Sarson C. Ingham. Sixth Thousand. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 5^. 

*' ' The White Cross and Dove of Pearls* will not disappoint the expecta- 
tions of those who may already hare formed justly high opinions of this 
strikingly original and sympathetic writer's ability to interest, to amuse, and 
to elevate her readers. It is a fiction without fklse sentiment, without un- 
healthy imagination, and without a single vulgar or frivolous idea." — Daify 
TiUgraph, 
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WORKS BY m M. THAYER. 



A Shilling Edition op 

FROM LOG CABIN TO WHITE HOUSE. 

The Story of President Garfield's Life. Now Ready. 
140th Thousand. In Paper Boards, Illustrated Cover, with 
Fine Steel Portrait. Cloth Edition, u. 6t/.; Cloth gilt, 
3^. (id, ; Illustrated Edition, gilt edges, 5^. Suitable for 
Presents, Prizes, and School Libraries. 

II. 

GEORGE WASHINGTON : His Boyhood 

and Manhood. With Steel Portrait. Fifth Thousand. 
Handsomely bound, 5^. 

" The character of Washington was a very noble one, and his life may 
well be taken as an example by boys. The biography is writted in a lively 
and pleasant tone, and without any of the dryness which is too often the 
accompaniment of this form of literature. While the details are all strictly 
historical, the characters are made to live and breathe, "^^/ow^an/. 

III. 

TACT, PUSH, AND PRINCIPLE. A 

Book for those who wish to Succeed in Life. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, handsomely bound, 3^. (yd. 

IV. 

THE PIONEER BOY, AND HOW HE 

BECAMK PRESIDENT. The Story of the Life 
of Abraham Lincoln. Tenth Thousand. With Portrait 
Handsomely bound, 5^. 

Many of the details of this work were furnished by President 
Lincoln himself, and by his early associates and friends. 

" Mr. Thayer is not merely a biographer, a compiler of dry details, but 
he invests his subject with a halo of delightful romance, and the result is as 
pleasing as the most imaginative book of fiction. So cleverly has the author 
done his work, that the result b a combination of pictures from the life of 
this great man, with humorous anecdote and stirring narrative."— •S'<7r{V/^. 

*' The author has done his work thoroughly well, and the result b a book 
of exciting narrative, of humorous anecdote, and of lifelike portraiture."— 
Daily Telegraph. 

LONDON : HODDER AND STOUGHTON, 27, Paternoster Row. 



